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ITH fix horſes on fall ſpeed; rei! 
lays properly diſpoſed, and an ar 
of che molt eager haſte, I fly, accompatjed®! | 
by 1 for whom I have very litels re- 
Az gard, 
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gard, to others for whom I have no regard 
at all: I abandon my deareſt friends; I leave 
you, yon whom I love ſo tenderly : ah! 
why this departure! this haſte ! why preſs 
to arrive where I do not wiſh to be! to 
remove mylelf—from whom ?—from Lord 
 Offary. Ah! my dear Henrietta, who: 
would once have told me, I ſhould ever 
have fled from him? Is he not the ſame ob- 
je&, whoſe loſs I imagined would have 
deprived me of life; who, during two years, 
was always preſent to my idea, and whom: 
nothing has power to make me forget? I 
fly, then, that I may not meet thoſe eyes 
that mine have ſought with ſo much plea- 
ſure ; where my deſtiny ſeems written, and. 
whoſe glance once ruled all the move- 
ments of my ſoul. Strange alteration! what 
different effects are produced by the ſame 
cauſe |, Heavens! what was my ſurprize at 
ſeeing him! bow did his mourning: and 


his air bk ſorrow ſtrike me! how ought his f 
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vife to regret the lofs of life! what diffi- 


culty had I not to turn my head at parting! 4 
into what a ſtate did that fight!—Bur, could 
you conceive that he has dared to call at 
my door—to infiſt on ſeeing me to write 
to me to imagine I would open his let- 
ters? How audacious is this man? But are 
they not all ſo ?. 


I am till aſtoniſhed at the ſtep I have 
taken. I tell myſelf every moment I have 
acted rightly; I tell myſelf o, but I do not 
feel it ſufficiently: I ſeek for reaſons to 
applaud myſelf on the part I have purſued; 
I find them, but it is in my pride only. I 
experience, my dear, that the heart has no 
taſte for thoſe weak lenitives in which our 
vanity finds ſo much conſolation. 


In fine, I am gone. Behold me, fifty 
miles from London, and yet not dead; aſſure 
my Lord Caſtle-Cary of this, In ſpite of 
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his predictions, I did not faint away at the 
foot of the firſt beech ; the afflicted Graces 
have not yet raiſed for me that. beautiful | 
tomò in which he already ſaw me laid. Tell 


him chat I do not repent: I can do violence 


to my ſentiments; I can ſuffer; Ie 
not how to repent. 


Aden! my amiable Manie When you 


have told his Lordſhip all this, tell yourſelf 


that s loyes you ſo much as I do. i 
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Woelneſlay, Sir John Aſton's: 


W E are going to leave a very diſagre- 
able houſe, the maſter of which 
is ſtill more diſagreable. He is one of 
thoſe. troubleſome people one is ſo ſorry to 
meet with; the ſpecies of whom is, how- 
ever, too common; one of thoſe men who 
fatigue one by their attention to pleaſe, 
and-never ſpeak but in a ſtrain of tedious 
compliment. He has giyen us a very plen- 
tiful and a very bad ſupper; ſerved, up with 
ſo much ceremony, and ſuch an air of 
preparation, as could not fail of making 
the whole company ſenſible how much trou- 
ble they had occaſioned. 
Sir John has been married ſix months, as 
you know ; his Lady is a young woman, 
"| long, 
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long, lean, pale, fooliſh, proud, with a ter- 
magant air; a little head ſet upon a thin 
neck, and an eternal ſneer without the 
leaſt trace of gaiety on her countenance. 
This couple ſeem to me extremely welt 
pared. 


Sir Harry is very much attached to Lady 
Elizabeth; except my own, I have ſeen few 
brothers ſo obliging. . But, as our virtues 
borrow ſomething from our temperament, 
have diſcovered that he is naturally atten- 
tive and officious : he loves to mix in every 
thing, to make himſelf neceſſary. We 
have already had two or three quarrels. 


He will ſtifle me in the coach, for fear 1 


ſhould get cold; I let down the glaſs ; he 


pulls it up, and I again let it down; he 


makes grave repreſentations to me on the 
ſubject; I, with all gentleneſs, explain to 
him my will ; he infiſts; I am obſtinate ; 
he gives it up with reluctance; and, when 


J have put him into a very bad humor, 
he 
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he chides, and I reeover the W N 
n | 


For Sir James, his charaQteris 8 
complaiſance, and grace, united to gaiety; 
he ſpeaks juſt what he ought; he expreſſes 
himſelf ayreably, and what he ſays amuſes; 
Lady Elizabeth is enchanted with him: you 
know how lively her approbations are; it is 
happy for her, they are not laſting enough 


to convert themſelves into tenderer ſenti- 


I endeavor to buſy myſelf about others, 
that I may drive away thoſe woes which 
bring me back to myſelf. Sometimes 
I flatter myſelf that I no longer love; that 
what I felt at ſeeing my Lord Offory was 
more owing to hatred than to a ſofter pat- 
ſion.—I hate him, perhaps !=ah! why 
ſhould I not hate him? I hope at leaſt that 
I ſhall become calm enough to ſee him, to 
ſpcak to him, to treat him with the moſt 

AS. morti- 
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mortifying diſdain.— O, no- will never 
ſpeak to him, will never ſee him. Here is 
Sir Harry; he teazes me, he will not wait: 


this is one of his faults ; not the leaſt pa- 
ience. mrs 
Adieu! Jore me, love me as you know 

you are beloyed by me. 

1 
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I WRITE to e from the moſt a 
place, perhaps, in nature, From my 
window, I have a view of woods, Waters, 
meadows, the moſt beautiful landſcape 
imaginable : every thing expreſſes calmneſa 
and tranquillity : this ſmiling. abode is an 
image of the ſoft peace which reigns in the 
ſoul of the ſage who inhabits it. This 
amiable dwelling carries, one inſenſibly to 
reflect; to retire into one's ſelf; but one 
cannot at all times reliſh. this kind of re- 
treat; one may find in the receſſes of the 
heart more importunate purſuers than 
thoſe from whom ſolitude delivers ins 


6 "Lond Dandy received x us 9 well 3 
could one imagine a man like him would 
. * not 
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not think retirement a misfortune? It is 


rare; very rare, my dear, that perſons born 


in a high rank, educated in the hurry of 


the world, in the toilſome inactivity of a 


court, can ſind in themſelves the reſources 
againſt lafſitude. The remembrance of 


the paſt often offers nothing to their view 


but a chain of follies and weakneſſes, 
which, ſeen in cold blood, appear in rheir 
true color. One muſt have all my Lord 
Danby's virtues, to find the examination of 
el n enn i r on 


11 have bound out, that Sir Harry is 
curious as he is attentive: he ſtopped tr 
women an hour, to afk a thoufand' queſ- 
tions of Betty: he has remarked the figs 
that eſcaped me; he fancies there is a ſecret 


in one of my toner he has offered her ten 


guineas to aſſure him of it. He is“ aſtoniſh- 
« ed that I write to you every day; he can- 
not conceive the reaſon of ſo regular a 
* correſpondence. Is it really to you T 


« write ?”? 


„ Lady cui. if 
ee write?” What think you of theſe imper- 
tinent enquiries? they coſt me twelve 
guineas; for I fancy I ought to reward 


Betty's fidelity, for fear, upon: 1 the: 
ſhould repent of | it. 


The man knows not what he would have; 
he wearies me, he diſpleaſes me.— I believe 
really he intends.— Ah! how odiou 
would he then be to me! Don't I ſee 
him? — Heavens! what a look ! He cer- 
tainly divines I am ſpeaking of him. It is 
my letter which put him into this ill hu- 
mor. —I promiſe you, Sir Harry, I ſhall 
write every day; therefore be ſo good as to 
uſe yourſelf to it. But his ſiſter comes 
I muſt leave you, my dear friend. 


Adieu! tell my Lord en I do 
not forget him. | 


1E. 
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Fr rom the Manſion of Sir; George Howard, 
your humble Ado, - 
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F riday. 


T' CONGRATULATE y You, ,my y Henrldliy: 

'on fo obſtinately refuſing to become the 
miſtreſs of this ſavage” habitation, Miſs 
Biddulph, who, upon your refuſal, has ac- 
cepted the heart, the hand, and the whole 
I immenſe perſon, of Sir George dur hoſt, is 
| a much properer perſon than yqurſelf, to 
I procure” him that ſpecies” of happineſs 
which he is capable of taſting. | 


Lady Howard is a very little woman, 
handſome enough, and not coquet; ſhe ma- 
nages his family, governs his tenants, 


__ ins Fa. brings him children, 
works 
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works tapeſtry for his rooms, does not 
read for fear of ſpoiling her eyes, conſults: 
the chaplain, interdicts love in all her do- 
minions, marries her dependents, treats the 
moſt trifling affairs / ſeriouſly, and makes: 
an important . of ny b . in 
Tn WE oo eg Fi28 


Let us, however, ſee à little nearer this 
happy woman, this woman who will laugh 
till her laſt hour: if the Javghs, my dear, 
we ſhould weep, we who ſo little reſemble 
her. We ſhould think it ſtrange if this 
notable woman had more merit than We; 
it is however certain, ſhe has more hap- 
pineſs. Het life, i is ſmple and uniform; 
but me is quiet and uſeful: to-morrow 
will produce no 1 825 . in her 


firuation ; ; 055 ſou 
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there ſac ſo many kinds? A bt ſtudy | 
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ef” ourſelves, reaſon, and knowledge, do 
they render us more happy? I know not 
what idea others have of this light we call 
underſtanding ; it appears to my imagina- 
tion like a torch, which the firſt breath of 
air may extinguiſh > it brightens the dark- 
neſs a little, but does not half diffipate it; 
its weak light is ſufficient to ſhew us that 
we walk on the edge of 2 precipice, but 
not to point out the ſlippery path where our 
feet may fail us: we fall, my dear; and, 
when at the bottom of the abyſs, have the 
advantage of reflecting, chat, if we 2 ſeen 
deares. we had nat been there. 


Tam not abſolutely unkappy': begin 
to believe that che misfortunes we bring 
on ourſelves are eaſier to ſupport than thoſe 
we owe to others. A kind of ] know not 
what ſecret emotion aſſiſts us to ſupport 


Gem; ; 1 wiſhit may: not Fr anal | 
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Adieu, my amiable friend! How does 
my Lord Caſtle-Cary in my abſence? I am 
no longer prefent to make up your quarrels; 
therefore you ought to engage in them the 
ſeldomer. When he vexes you a little, re- 
member he is my relation and my friend: 
he has many eſtimable qualities, he is 0 
oY of your heart—if, however, there is 
man in the world, worthy the renders 
93 mn my 
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LETTER V. 
YETIF: * | 1 Saturday, Mortimer Houſe. 


ww are now, my dear Henrietta, at a 
moſt delightful ſeat ; during two 
months, gaiety has preſided here: : it belongs 
to a widow, ſcarce twenty. Enchanted with 
her new ſtate, ſhe comes to paſs the year of 
her mourning. here, only to meditate in 
peace on her future choice, when decency 
will permit her to mak herſelf amends for 
what ſhe ſuffered with an old huſband, 
whom ſhe hated with all her heart. She has 
the moſt beautiful face you can conceive, a 
fine height, an air of dignity, and a moſt 
engaging fincerity ; in giving an account of 
her ſufferings, ſhe ſcarce can ſmother her 
laughter. The old Lord was jealous, 
e and ſhe could have over-reached him, ſhe 


could.“ —This agreably-ſilly creature has 
juſt 


J. 213948 | 8 
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Juſt as much ſenſe as is IO to auf 
herſelf, _ to pleaſe. * 


* 
1.4 "3s 3. 


Miſs Akabetts her Alter, is a very 1 
ferent creature; was never out of this mag- 
nificent ſear, where ſhe has always lived 
with her father only. Her figure is noble 
and intereſting, her air ſweet and delicate 3 
ſhe has a great deal of breeding, and more 
ſentiment. She wants nothing, in ſhort, but 
knowledge of the world; bur, if ſhe has not 
All the graces which that beſtows, the is free 
from the vices to which it leads;. yices 
which it is ſo difficult to. avoid in polite 
circles, where they have found the con- 
temptible art of forgiving mutually every 
defect of the heart. I am always enraged, 
when I hear this criminal indulgence ho- 
nored with the name of ſoftneſs of man- 
ners, knowledge of human nature, and a 
condeſcenſion indiſpenſable in ſociety, Ol 

this Sir Harry he is inſupportable; 
every thing d diſpleates him.—1 thought him 

| of 
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of a more equal temper: people muſt be 
very amiable to appear ſo to thoſe who ſee 
them every day. I am out of patience with 
him: he adviſes me to throw away a noſe- 
gay chat Sir James has gathered himſelf, 
and has juſt given me; Sir Harry has not 
breathed ſince I have had it; he brings me 
twenty examples of illneſs, occaſioned by 


the too ſtrong perfume of jonquills; he 


aſſures me, they are very bad for the head. 
As I fee his impertinent jealouſy, I ſhall 
keep the noſegay ; I would keep it, if it 
gave me a thouſand head-achs. I ſhall be 
at Wincheſter to-morrow ; I ſhall find your 
letters there; it is the only pleaſure I pro- 
miſe myſelf. _ k 


Adieu! my tendereſt reſpedts to my Lord | 
Gaſtle-Cary. 


L E T- 
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LETTER nach 


Sunday,” Windieller, 
1 RECEIVED your letters as ſoon as I ar- 
rived here ; you cannot doubt; my dear 
Henrietta, of the ſincere pleafare I felt ia 
reading them. Every moment of my-life, 
your friendſhip has been dear to me: for a 
Jong time my heart was ſatisfied with it: 
how happy was I then! If my ſoul is now 
poſſeſſed, too feelingly poſſeſſed, by leſs vo- 
Juntary and more tumultuous ' ſentiments, 
believe me, they have not weakened that 
tender and ſolid affection which attaches 
me to you: the amiable qualities which 
gave birth to this friendſhip owe nothing 
to illuſion: nor how can 4 . or ab» 
ſence n it? 


* 


My firmneſs afthdithes you. Ah! my 
good God: This eftort, which you admire, 
would, 
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would, if I was able to examine it without 
paſſion, loſe much of the value we both 
ſet upon it. What is it that I ſacrifice? 


of what good do I deprive myſelf! of the 


ſweetneſs," perhaps, of being again de- 
ceived!! But can Tabandon myſelf to this 
. I hare loſt that of OY 
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Vou vid me A my Land Offory, or 
think no more of him. Pardon him? Ah! 
never! Think no more of him? 1 think of 
him certainly, as little as I can; 1 no longer 
think of him with pleaſure: I no longer 
think of him with regrer;—L think of him 


alas! my dear! becauſe it is impoſſible 


for me not to think of him. Remembrance 
will not leave us; we fancy we loſe it in the 
world; but a moment of ſolitude reſtores 
all its force, which diſſipation ſeemed to 
haye taken away. When alone, chat idea, 
once ſo dear to me, is ever preſent to my 


imagination; ; I ſee again that form,—How 
' di 
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did the ſoul, which I believed animated that 
ungrateful man, embelliſh all his features ! 
what a perfect creature did it offer to my 
eyes! Ah! why, why has it torn away the 
amiable veil, which hid his vices and his 
falſehood from me ?—So much candor in 
that countenance; and ſo much perſidy, ſo 
much ingratitude, in that heart Ohl chat 
he is not as noble, as generous, as I 
believed him !—Yes, my greateſt misfor- 
tune is, being forced to deſpiſe him. 


Adieu! my good, my beloved friend! I 
am not in a ſtate to reply to all you aſk.— 
How weak am I ſtill !|—ought I to ſpeak of 
him ?—I can fly him, renounce, hate, deteſt 
him: but to forget him—alas! I cannot 
forget him. Wü 
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git Tee n. 
| Wedneſday, Wincheſter. 


HAVE this inſtant received a letter 
1 from my Lord Caſtle-Cary, which he 
certainly has not communicated to you. He 
treats my flight as a piece of female cunning; * 
he does not abſolutely tell me ſo, but that 
3s what he would ſay. He thinks my inten- 
tion is to mortify © poor Lord Offory,” to 

try him, to make him miſerable, and at laſt 


to pardon him. The idea which he has of 
my deſigns does not give me à high opinion 
of the manner in which he himſelf pardons, 

Let this ſuffice, till I am in a humour to an- 
ſwer him. I ſhould indeed deſpiſe myſelf, 
if I was capable of ſo low an artifice ; if, 
"believing I could forgive him—forgive him, 
Henrietta! If I could, and had the cruelty 
10 make him wait for my forgiveneſs, and to 


Play 
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his with the ſuſpence of a man that I 
meant to make happy, I ſhould deſpiſe my- 
ſelf indeed. No, my dear Henrierta, I will 
never oblige any one to purchaſe a benefit 
I intend them. Either I know myſelf very 
ill, or it is not in my nature to pardon him. 


I ſhould promiſe ir in vain. The ſorrows ! 


have felt are for ever engraven on my me- 
mory: I am very far from deſiring it ſhould 
be in my power to inflict an equal ſhare of 
miſery on him: my hatred is as generous 
as my friendſhip was tender; I ſhall confſine 
its effects to flying the preſence of the in- 
| grate. My Lord Caſtle- Cary pretends, that 
all reſentment ought to yield to a ſincere 
repentance. With my inferiors I will go- 
vern myſelf by this maxim; -but never with 
my friends. But, my dear, it will-not be 
uſeleſs to make a little remark here: it is, 
that men only eſtabliſh this principle in 
hopes to take advantage of it. Accuſtom 
yourſelf to think, with my Lord Caſtle- 
Cary, that repentance effaces all faults ; and, 


B 2 depend 


29 Lady CaTtsByY's LETTERS 


depend on it, he will provide himſelf of fuf- 
cent occaſions to repent, —His letter diſ- 
pleaſes me, I confeſs: I renounce his appre- 
bation : it would coſt me too dear, if I muſt 
buy it by a weakneſs which would degrade 
mein my own eyes: I have always regard- 
ed as the greateſt of all misfortunes, the 
loſs of one's own good opinion: one may 
enjoy the eſteem of others, without deſerv- 
ing it; we may owe it to diſſimulation; 
but what muſt become of our internal peace, 
when we can no longer eſteem ourſelves? 


F re ner rms oper erprnrcs - 


My Lord Caſtle-Cary is very ſingular, to 
expect I ſhould ſubmit to his deciſion an af- 
ſair of which he knows ſo little. Repri- 
mand him, reprimand him heartily, I beg 
of you. 


LET. 


to Lady CAM TE. 29 
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E E T TEM v7 
Tueſday, Wincheſter. 


Vor alc me how I ſpend my time, with. 

whom I am, and who'of my preſenr 
companions are moſt agreable to me. Alas! 
I am weary of myſelf; I am with all the 
world, and nobody pleaſes me enough to 
engage my attention. We are here fifteen 
or ſixteen of us from London, without 
counting the neighbouring people of 
| faſhion, of whom the houſe is always full. 
This continual crowd rather diſtraſts than 
amuſes me, 


Lord Wilton has a violent paſſion for the 
fine arts: he has labored hard to acquire 
them ; but nature has denied him the talents 
which bring them into view, and that taſte 
| which only can give them perfection. With 
B 3 a ſtrong 
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a ſtrong voice, he ſings diſagreably ; and. 
dances with a bad grace, though induſtri- 
ouſly exact in the ſteps. He deſigns cor- 
realy, paints little ſcreens which are nei- 
ther pretty nor ugly,. and makes deteſtable 
verſes with great facility. Every day gives 
birth to a thouſand couplets and madrigals, 
- in which Cupid, Venus, Hebe, and Olym- 
pus, find themſelves, whether they will or 
no, at the feet of the terreſtrial divinities 
of the caſtle. —You aſſume, when you ar- 
rive, the name which rhyme is pleaſed to 
confer on you. As to the reſt, wy Lord 
is a worthy man; I do not believe he has | 
a fault, except that of deſiring to be What 
he is not. Born with ſimplicity, courteſy, 
and a moderate underſtanding, if he had 
not pretended to ſuperiority, he had eſcaped 
the mortification of ſeeing. himſelf ridicu- 
lous. His Lady But ſomebody comes 
who is it?—ah! who can it be but Sir 
Harry !—But who has ſubjected me to Sir 


Harry's importunities? Why muſt J ſuffer 
them? 
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them ? what right has he to weary me thus? 
Ah! my dear Henrietta, what enemy to 
the human race invented that falſehood, 
which, under the name of politeneſs, com- 
mands our civilities, and forces us to con · 
ſtrain ourſelves ?—This trouble ſome crea- 
ture gets admittance into my cloſet ; inſen- 
ſibly he gains ground; be is always. at my, 
ſide —he almoſt reads what I,am writing 
L wiſh he read this, to teach him continue 
writing on purpoſe “ Sir Harry's, be ſo 
© gobliging—give me leave? He. bows,: 
ſighs, and ſtays he ſtays indeed. In the 
humor I am in, I wiſh he would ſpeak, 
that he would tell me he loves me.—I 
would give a thouſand guineas, he would 
make that ee | . 


hb 


Since my ill FR: will fix kim here, 
wa 9 0 1 
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Tueſday night, 


As T was going to tell you this morning, 
Lady Wilton is very amiable ; ſhe thinks 
juſtly, behaves with decorum, and without 
affectation; ſhe is handſome, well made; 
by her bloom, one would imagine her 
younger than Lady Elizabeth her ſiſter. 
'She loves her Lord, ſees his weak fide, 
never laughs at it herſelf; and, by her ſeri- 
ous air, prevents others from rallying him. 
Devout towards God, ſhe ſerves him with- 
out oftentation ; ſevere to herſelf, com- 
plaiſant to her friends, eaſy and gentle to 
all che world, ſhe claims little attention, 
but attracts the higheſt, and poſſeſſes the 
reſpect and ſincere admiration of all who 


know her. 


We have here the new Counteſs of Ra- 
nelagh, a little giddy- brain, who loves no- 
ching but noiſe and Plays ſhe is pretty, 

bux 
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but without character: how diſagreable 
a ſtate! I have obſerved, that this ſpecies 


of people adopt the faults of every body 
they converſe with. 


But ſhe who pretends to the glory of 
_ eclipſing all, of conquering all hearts, is 
the beautiful Counteſs of Southampton; 
always lovely, lovely from morning till 
night, ever in the attitude of ſitting for her 
picture, ſhe thinks of nothing but how to- 
appear moſt beautiful, and talks of nothing 
but the effects of her charms. If any 
man addreſſes his converſation to her, ſhe 
is ſo convinced he is going to make her # 
compliment, that an air of thanks pre- 
cedes her attention to what he is to ſay : 
all our ladies are buſied. in rallying: her. 
In ſpite of every thing they can ſay, the 
Counteſs pleaſes all eyes; but hy Pe 
the eyes only. 


We have Sir William Manly, gay, aore- 
able, ſimple, plain; a true Engliſhman, at- 
B 5 tached 
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tached to the manners, to the laws, to the 
cuſtoms of his country. He is of a very 
ancient family, but little diſtinguiſhed by 
court-favour; and thinks his birth infi- 
nitely preferable to new, though higher, 
titles. Poſſeſſor of the fineſt eſtate in the 
county, he lives in the midſt of his depen- 
dents, like a tender father, ſurrounded by 
his children who adore him; without ever 
thinking he is above them, except when 
his ſuperiority can remove their miſeries, 
or procure them any advantages. In the 
commiſſion of the peace for a large coun- 
ty, he has labored to inſtruct himſelf in 
what ſo many others neglect, the duties of 
his truſt, and joins knowledge to the moſt 
equitable integrity. This is a man, my 
dear; and the only one here who deſerves 
that appellation. 


But the idol of our ladies is Sydney, 
the youngeſt of thoſe Sydneys you are ac» 
quainted with : he is a young Baronet, not 
n "nt very 
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very rich, but infinitely proud notwith- - 
ſtanding ; he is tall, well made, has the 
fineſt hair in the world, admirable: teeth, 
ſome wit, very little ſenſe, and a great 
deal of trifling jargon. , He knows nothing, 


talks of every thing, lies with impudence; 


is knowing in dogs, horſes, baubles ; de- 
ſpiſes every body, admires himſelf fineerely, * 
decides, without ceaſing, tires people of 

taſte, ſhines amongſt fools, and Pages here 
for a charming fellows - _ _ - 4 


Adieu, my deareſt friend! I embrace my 
Lord Caſtle-Cary, though I do not pardon 
him. 


"ab LET. 
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rn 


Wedneſday, Wincheſter. 


HEY have brought me two of your 
letters; I ought to have received 
them yeſterday ; I was very uneaſy abour 
them : Sir Harry thought they-muſt have 
been forgot; he went ſeven miles to en- 
quire for- them. I believe I have a bad 
heart, for I am angry at — this obli- 
= to him. 


What you tell me of the rupture be- 
tween Sir Charles and Lady Selby, appears 
to me incredible. What? that lover, ſo 
paſſionate, who adored her, who could not 
live without ſeeing her, and who threatened 
in his zealous furies to ſtab himſelf before 
her eyes? he has quitted her, and with 
on unconcernedneſs, that eclat, without 
troubling 
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troubling himfelf either about her or the 


world: [ 


Happy men! what FTE does 
difference of education, prejudice, and 
cuſtom, give to that daring ſex, who bluſh 
at nothing, ſay and do whatever they pleaſe! 
What arts will man not practiſe, when im- 
pelled by intereſt or by pride! he cringes 
at our feet, without being aſhamed; our 
ſcorn does not abaſe him, our difdain cans 
not repulſe him: mean when he deſires, 
inſolent when he hopes, ungrateful when 
he has obtained. Supple and infinuating 


ſerpent; who, like that in Milton, takeſt 


every form, trieſt every art, to engage our 


attention ; and then, conveyeſt thyſelf from 


the ſnare thou haſt ſpread for us! 


Nor Lady Selby! how I pity her! how 
bitter it is to be abandoned! Ahl my dear 
Henrietta! with what levity you ſpeak of 
her ſituation if you had ever felt that tor 

menting 


f 
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menting miſery — may you never feel it! — 

This relation has recalled to my memory 
thoſe hours when my erring heart— but I 
will think. ſk; it no more. 


* TH I told you, 1 — we HR here the 
famous Counteſs of Sunderland, ſo beauti- 
ful, fo indifferent, ſo beloved, and ſo eſteem- 
ed, not only in England, but in the 
Northern courts, of which ſhe was the 
admiration? She is near forty, and does 
not appear thirty. I cannot better paint her 
to you, than by ſending you the copy of a 
letter ſhe wrote to Sir William Manly: he 
has preſerved it carefully ever ſince he re- 
ceived it, which is thirteen years. He has 
"traced the outlines of it to me, which has 
given me a great deſire to ſee it ; and he has 
promiſed me to ſend for the box in which 
it is kept. This letter, he ſays, perfectly 
characterizes the Counteſs. He was in 
love with her, and cannot ſee her even 


now without emotions. He had wrote her 
a de- 


1 to Lady CaurEEv. ty.\ 39 
2 declaration of love ; and it is her anſwer 
to that declaration which I am to ſee. 


As ſoon as I have this wonderful epiſtle, I 
will communicate it to you. | & 


— 


Adieu! my charming friend. 


LE r. 
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ITE 3 
Thurſday, Wincheſter. 


cad are cruelly exact, my dear Henri- 
etta: you promiſed me not to men- 
tion Lord Offory, and you keep your word 
with a punctuality that I admire. I did not 
wiſh you ſhould entertain me with his ſen- | 
timents, with. my own, or the caprice which 
brings him back to me: but to leave me 
in ignorance, whether he is yet in London, 
whether he intends ſtaying there, what he is 
doing,. whether he endeavors to ſee my 
Lord Caſtle-Cary ; this is hard, yes, very 
hard indeed. It is ſometimes kind to fail 
a little in complying with one's requeſt. — 
But why this vain curiofity? —what in- 
tereſt have 1? Perſevere — tall me nothing 


of him. f 
My 
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My temper is grown very bad; every thing 
diſpleaſes me : Sir Harry makes this place 
diſagreable to me; he beſets me, he 
fatigues me; wherever I turn, I ſee only 
him; he follows me, he meets me every 
where. Scarce am I a moment in my 
cloſet, before he enters with an air of ſome 
important buſineſs : you would ſuppoſe by 
his looks ſomething very intereſting . 
brought him there; he has nothing to ſay 
to me, but perhaps to bid me good» 
morrow. He goes out, he comes back, he 
ſeems diſturbed; he takes out of Betty's 
hands whatever ſhe was going to bring 
me, diſorders my books, throws them down, 
aſks me for tea, goes away without drink - 
ing it, returns to tell me he is ill, over= 
whelmed with anguiſh, that he is dying. 
He walks with his arms acroſs, fighs, groans, 
does not die, and exhauſts my patience to 
that degree that I find it difficult to be- 
have to him with politeneſs, How Jour 
ve 


« * 
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love! how hate all who entertain the cruel 
deſign of inſpiring me with it! 

Sir James deſires a moment's converſa- 
tion with me: © He has formed a project,“ 
he ſays, which he will ſubmit to my de- 
&« ciſion.” He regards me with an air that 
he ſpeaks to me with ſuch a tone of voice 
—what can n he have to lay to me? 


1 have one i to 2 Offory K 
5 remembrance of him will be my pre- f 
ſervative, my eternal preſervative, againſt all 
his ſex. Who can appear amiable to me, 
after my Lord Oſſory? who can inſpire me 
with confidence, when my Lord Offory has 
deceived me? how different are all I ſee from 
him! but, my dear, I muſt think no, more 
of . how ett Is i it to forget 
him! | 
Wi: tot 1 BESS AAS cd 10] 22080 
I incloſe. the letter I promiſed. you: Sir 
William has allowed me to take, A, COPY Jou 
will have the — to ſend it me pogo | 

; 7 


d. 


: 
Py 


Wr To Sir WilLiam MANLY. - .; 


My eſteem for Sir William Manly en- 
« gages me to explain myſelf to him with 
«a freedom, which I ſhould perhaps diſ- 
« penſe with myſelf from uſing to another. 
« You are amiable, well made, modeſt; _ 
« you appear prudent, and I believe you, 
« diſcreet. So many perfections, if you join 
| t conſtancy to them, will render the wo-, 
e man who loves you happy- They would 
«« juſtify her choice in her own eyes, as 
« well as in thoſe of others: an uncommon 
q advantage, which would determine me in 
ol your favor, if love was a ſentiment to 
« which I choſe to give up my heart. My 
te reaſons for avoiding this paſſion are not 
«founded on thoſe prejudices, which have 
« for a long time loſt. much of their in- 
e fluence: the preſent cuſtom allows me to 


© have a lover; and perhaps 1 ſhould not 
eſteem 
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* eſteem myſelf leſs, if my taſte led me to 
e admit one. What Iowe to my Lord Sun- 
« derland would, however, reſtrain me, if 
t“ he had the generoſity to think our pro- 
% miſes were mutual, He neglected me at 
« a time when the lighteſt complaiſance: 
« would have engaged my moſt tender at- 
e tachment: Iſincerely thank him for leaving 
e me to that indifference which he deſerves 
4 I ſhould feel for him: it is extreme; he 
« knows it; and if I do not give public 
« marks of it, it is only from regard to my» 
s ſelf, not thinking it decent to ſhew con- 
t tempt for the man whoſe name I bear. 


' 
1 


Left to my own reflexions, I have long 
ac made it my employment to conſider with a. 
« philofophic attention the world, the dif- 
« ferent ſeaſons of human life; the dura- 
« tion, or, to ſpeak with more propriety, 
« the perpetual viciſſitude, of all ſublunary 
% things. My moſt ſerious ſtudy has been 
« to examine the virtues and the failings of 

199 © mx 
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my own ſex: I aye endeayored to diſco- 
« yer the guides which are given us, to lead 
e us ſafely through the difficult paths in 
*« which we tread. I have feen, Sir Wil- 
« liam, that coquetry, weakneſs, and pride, 
< are the portion of both ſexes ; but parti- 
c cularly of my own. To pride, well un- 
« derſtood, and turned towards its nobleſt 
object, women owe their virtue: coque- 
« try, in juſt bounds, makes them agre- 
c able; weakneſs makes ſome . wretched, 
© and others contemptible. Our taſte'ranks 
« us indiſpenſably in one of theſe claſſes: 
* mine has decided for me; pride is my 
choice. Thoſe who eſteem nothing but 
«* the frivolous advantage of being lovely, 
« paſs one part of their lives in applauding 
« themſelves on their charms, and the other 
in lamenting their loſs. What a ridicu- 
< lous part does a coquette play, when ſne 
« has no longer thoſe attractions ſhe would 
,« {till be thought to poſſeſs! Weak women 
are to be pitied ; the ſenſibility of their 

« hearts 
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hearts is a rock on which: their reaſon is 
C ſhipwrecked : too often they preſerve the 
habit of loving, long after they have loſt 
.* the power to pleaſe: they become the 
« jeſt. of young ingrates, who addreſs, 
« deceive, and expoſe them to public 
* Ann and e 
2 pride has none of theſe inconveni- 
s encies; ſhe enjoys the paſt, the preſent, 
* and the future; has always the ſame 
* pleaſures, age cannot deſtroy them; ſhe 
| , loves and admires herſelf for ever. Is \ 
one not happier, Sir William, in indulging 
« a ſentiment which one is certain will al- 
„ways be pleaſing, than in giving way to 
s thoſe which captivate our wills, and make 
our happineſs depend on the caprice and 
9 inconſtancy of others? In whatever light 
my choice may appear to you, believe 
«; ar nothing can wake me renounce it. 
| | « If 
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% If my friendſhip is dear to you, abandon 
« for ever the uſeleſs deſign of troubling 
the ſweetneſs of my life; and, by à con- 
duct conformable to my principles, ren- 


« der yourſelf worthy of my confidence and 
by: my eſteem.” 


Behold here a woman who is the object 
of univerſal eſteem and reſpe& : and where- 
fore? becauſe ſhe has loved herſelf to ſuch 
a degree as to leave no room for the love 
of any other being. She has excited the 
admiration of all the world; but ſhe has 
made the happineſs of nobody, poſhbly not 
even of herſelf. To oppoſe continually 
that tender inclination which carries us— 
to what, my dear! to lament one'day the 
loſs of a bleſſing which one moment may 
change into the bittereſt anguiſh. Is ten- 
derneſs then ſo eſtimable? are its plea» 
ſures great enough to recompenſe the pangs 
with which its loſs overwhelms us! 


I know 
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I know not whether I ſee the Counteſs's 
virtues and her reaſoning in a juſt light: 
but her claſs of weak women ſeems to me 
that of good hearts. 


L E T. 
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Friday, Winchefter. 


O WI my dear Henrietta! he is gone! 
they know not whither! You fear he 
is in France—and why fear it? —ah! 
whether he ſtays or goes abroad, what is it 
ro me?—what intereſt ought I to take 
in it? — he is dead to me. Yet it is ſweet, 
however, to think he lives for no other 
than myſelf. | | 


L am afflifted, my dear friend; I know 
not what I would have: diſguſt and in- 
ſipidity are diffuſed around me; the man- 
ner of living here wearies me, without 
diſſipating my chagrin. Ruinous gaming, 
long repaſts, a great deal of muſic, little 
repoſe, continual noiſe, none of thoſe calm 
delights I promiſed myſelf in the country. 

C —You 


50 Lady CaTEsBY*s LETTERS 


Lou are ſure my Lord Offory is no longer 
in town; yer if his family is there— 
one would ſuppoſe — In France? - why in 
France? — The Marchioneſs of Dorcheſter, 
whom he once loved, is juſt gone thither.— 
Perhaps his paſſion for her is revived, — 
Does my Lord Caſtle-Cary hide nothing 
from you? the manner in which he writes 
to me, gives me ſuſpicions. — Ah! what is 
all this to me? why do I rorment myſelf 
— Lady Elizabeth begs you will ſend her 
a white domino, very genteel, that is, very 
much adorned. Send me one alſo; let it 
be — my God, whatever you pleaſe: it is 
for a maſquerade that my Lord Wilton is 
to give: one is fatigued: with pleaſures 
Here. — To go away without ſeeing Lord 
Caſtle-Cary, without endeavoring to be 
acquainted with you, to ſpeak to you 
not to ſtrive to find out where I am, to, 
know from myſelf! — Strange, inconceivable 
creature! he appeared full of ardor: 
he © could not live without ſeeing me again, 
| without 
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« without appeaſing me — to recover his 
«© heart, or to die, — ſaid he to Betty, the 
day that ſhe came; all in tears, ta beg 1 
would receive his viſit, and hear him 
And yet he is gone! he is gone, my dear, 
and has not ſeen my Lord Caſtle-Cary. 
Wherever he is, 1 wiſh him all the happineſs 
I delice for myſelf. But why accuſe me of 
cruelty, and reproach me for his departure? 
Ah! my dear Henrietta! you love Lord 
Caſtle - Cary more than you imagine! You 
adopt his ſtyle n r i en 


Adieu! here is Sir Harry 70 am ver 
proper at preſent to converſe witli him. 


Cs MS 


52 Lady Car EzsY's LEZTT EAS 


L E TT E A TI 
Saturday, Wincheſter, 


1 AM weary to death of this place, my 
1 dear. How do I already regret your 
cloſet, my own, the ſweetneſs of thoſe 
converſations which an undoubed con- 
fidence rendered ſo animated, thoſe ſimple 
amuſements, thoſe hours ſo uſefully paſſed \ 
in reading! If chagrin ſometimes broke 
in upon our tranquillity, at leaſt coldneſs 
never found a place in our hearts. « 


One ſeems free here, and yet conſtraint 
is hid under that ſeeming liberty : every 
one has the freedom of doing what he will, 
but not of ſpeaking what he thinks. 

How little ſatisfaction does the great 
vous, that brilliant ſociety called good 

2 company, 


to Lady CaMPLEY- 8 


company, gire to thoſe who examine it. at- 
tentively! It is neither taſte nor the heart, 
nor even the hope of pleaſure, which draws 
together theſe fantaſtical beings, born to 
poſſeſs much, to deſire more, and to enjoy 
nothing. They ſeek each other without 
being impelled by affection; they meet 
without being pleaſed, and part without 
regret, What is it then which unites 
them? Equality of rank and of fortune, 
cuſtom, wearineſs of themſelves; that 
neceſſity of diſſipation, which they feel 
perpetually, and which ſeems attached to 
greatneſs, riches, and ſplendor ; in ſhort, to 
all thoſe goods which Heaven has not 

equally diſtributed to all its creatures. 


What bonds, my dear, and what friends, 
for a heart like mine! Little accuſtomed 
to diſguiſe my fentiments, what pleaſure 
can I find amongſt thoſe ro whom I cannot 
avow them withour reſerve? One muſt 


be in à very happy ſituation to amuſe one's 
C 3 ſelf 5 
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elf with thoſe, from whom one has no ten- 
derneſs; but I am too full of reflection: 


I weary you perhaps. 


3 Adieu! in whatever humor I am, I love 
you always; yes, with all my heart. 


1 , * = — . 
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unde, Wincheſter, | 


T WO wy your Wen is not 
come back — they know not where 
he is — one from my Lord Caſtle- Cary 
he tells me nothing; but he chides me, and 
in a ſtyle that he would have me take for 
that of friendſhip—for that of reaſon. = 
I will certainly anſwer him. He complaius 
to me of the little complaiſance you ſhew 
him. Why, my dear Henrietta, have you - 
not told him what you know of me, what 
I conſented you ſhould communicate. to 
him? „ You will not let this man ſee to 
e what an exceſs another has been beloved.“ 
The excuſe is diſobliging ; is he then to 
blame for being angry? though he is my 
moſt eſteemed. friend, I have a kind of 
repugnance to confeſs to kim my weakneſs. 


C 4 I Will, 


. Loch CaTEsBY's LETTERS 


I will, however, tell him all : he will at leaſt 
be convinced, that thoſe caprices with 
which our ſex is reproached have no ſhare 
in my reſentment. 


You are not upon good terms with Sir 
Harry; it is a misfortune I cannot hide 
from you : he aſked me yeſterday why you 
had deferred your marriage with Lord 
Caſtle-Cary till ſummer: I told him you 
choſe to wait your uncle's return, who was 
to come back at that time from his embaſſy. 
A quarter of an hour after he repeated the 
ſame queſtion, and I made him N 1 

Tame reply. 
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« Cruel woman!” he exclaimed, © to im- 
* poſe ſo hard a condition! —If I was 
« Caſtle-Cary —” 


« If you were, Sir?” ſaid I — | 


77 I believe — 5 
« You 


7 


to Lady CAur LZ TI:ä 37 


te You believe? —” 
I hope your Ladyſhip is not offended —” 
© But pray, if you were Caſtle- Cary? —* 


« I dare not ſpeak - have the unhap- 
« pineſs to diſpleaſe you — to be trouble- 
© ſome to you; notwithſtandin g. Madam 


Upon this he aroſe from his ſeat, took 
Heaven to witneſs to I know not What, 
| walked about very faſt, began a converſa- 
tion with himſelf, and all this with an air 
ſo gloomy, fo afflicted, ſo melancholy — 
and has remained ever fince ſo diſconcerted 
— but here he comes, more ſad, more indiſ- 
poſed, more dying, than ever : he brings 
me ſome pamphlets; I am ſure they are 
worth nothing, even before I fee them. 


C 5 =” 
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b 2 r rn Xv. 


Monday, Wincheſter. 


1 WRITE chis poſt to Lord Caſtle- Cary, 
and give him that detail he could not 
obtain from you. His long friendſhip for 
my Lord Oſſory perſuades him that the 
uſage of which I complain cannot be un- 
pardonable. I flatter myſelf, he will judge 
otherwiſe ; he ſhall no longer, at leaſt, haye | 
an excuſe for tiring me with common-place 
arguments. To tell you the truth, my 


| dear Henrietta, I would on no account that 


any other perſon ſhould ſee this hiſtory ; 
it appears to me a diſagreable circum- 
ſtance to have one; and, if I was to think 
ſeriouſly, 1 ſhould probably deſtroy this. 
1 ſpent part of the night in writing it; 1 
cannot expreſs to you how much this em- 
ployment has diſordered me, As ſoon as 

14 Lord 


to Lady) CAur TIE T. 9 


Lord Caſtle-Cary has read this packet, do 
me the favor to d it. 


I cannot anſwer your 1 vou were 
very gay, my dear, when you wrote it; 1 
am not enough ſo at preſent to reply. 


00 To Lord CASTLE» CARY. 


Wl «No my Lord, Lhane not that ſpicic of 
« obſtinacy which could lead me to afflict 


40 myſelf that another may ſhare in my 
«© pains; but I have that noble firmneſs, 


* which diſtinguiſhes generous minds from 
a thoſe mean ſouls always ready to receive 
« any impreſſion you wiſh to give them. 
« Determined in my reſolutions by unalter- 
te able principles, I am capable of thoſe 
« exalted efforts which honor demands; 
« and what believe my duty, ſhall always 
© regulate my conduct, and my ideas of 
" F 
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« ©He has wronged yon, you ſay; he 
e iz ſenſible of it, he returns; you reje his 


cc ſubmiſſious: this Gig is inconſiſtent 
with your character: you {till love; you 


« are ſtill beloved; you ought to pardon.” 


« And why ought I, my Lord? You had 


n quarrel with Mr. Sternill; he had in- 
e ſulted you in a moment of 3 he 
e acknowledged his fault, he offered you all 


the ſatisfaction in his power; you knew | 
% he loved you: notwithſtanding this, you 
% refuſed to hear him; nothing could pre- 


vail on you to conſent to an accommoda- 


« tion: and for a doubtful jeſt, a word 
t eſcaped in the heat of a fooliſh diſpute, 
« you ſtretched dead at your feet him 
« whom you had an hundred times called 
« by the tender name of friend, Did any 
« one blame your inflexibiliry ? _ 


ſ 


« And 


10 Lach Ca urn 


« And why muſt : Lpatdon? I who have 
« been inſulted with cool reflection, with 
« premeditated deſign, ' under the veil df 
« friendſhip, of love, of all thoſe ſentiments 
„„ which have power to touch a gratefill 
« and tender heart? Ah! what right has 
one ſex to ſport with the rr e and 
* ne 115 ing ere” Oe"? 


(3 1194171 


« If bes * made the point of honor 
« different between us, if I am not forced 
* to revenge myſelf publicly, ought my re- 
« ſentment to be the leſs lively? ought 1 It 
«to yield to the advances of an enemy, 
« who muſt have expiated with his life a 
much leſs injury had it been offered to 

« your Lordſhip ? what are your preten- 
« ſions to inſult, or to revenge? What pride 
« perſuades you that you have a right to 
« puniſh, when you think a ought to 
cc * ? 4 


, * 


« Don't, 
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4 between Lord Offory and me: prepared, 


Lach Camtaany's LETTEAS 


« Don't, my Lord, give me prejudices 
* for laws, nor uſurpation as a title; time 


and poſſeſſion, may ſtrengthen the power 


« of injuſtice, but cannot make it Tawful. In 


ee the difficult road we have travelled toge- 
ee ther, Heaven has placed us in the ſame 


path; I have ſpirit to keep up to you, my 
« Lord; and can allow no diſtinction be- 
e tween creatures who feel, think, and act, 
< jn the ſame manner. 


« But I hate to declaim ; and, though 
« your letter is very proper to animate me, 


4 1 will carry the ſubject no further. I will 


& give you the account you have na | 
J even conſent to make you the arbiter 


* however, to appeal from your judgement, 
if you condemn me after the * I am 
going to diſcloſe, n 


« The 


» Lady CAMPLEY». 63 


66 The Hg of Lady Comes and 
Lord Os80xr. 


« What I am going to-confide to your 
« Lordſhip, is intereſting only to a friend. 
« Wholly engroſſed by my afflictions, Iam 
ce notwithſtanding fully ſenſible they con- 
e tain nothing extraordinary, but the man- 
« ner in which I have felt them; but events 
« appear to us in a very different light 
« from the difference of our characters: I 
« am inconſolable under a misfortune which 
* would perhaps have been r "gut to 
We another . "a —_ 


4 Married at ſixteen, and a widow at 
* eighteen, I returned to London juſt at 
4 the time you ſet out for Vienna: nothing 


* then promiſed me the conſiderable for- 
« tune I have ſince been miſtreſs of. With- 


« out ambition, without fondneſs for ſplen - 
| dor, 


Lach Carter's LEvTERS 


cc dor, I did not wiſh for that fortune! alas! 


* would my brother ſtill enjoyed it! what 
« riches can make me forget him! how 
« willingly would I part with all this idle 
* pomp, to recover a friend ſo dear to me! 
«You loved him, my Lord; and you know 
% how juſtly I regret him. He left us to go 
into France; and I remained with my aunt, 
« who had been a parent to us both. Lady 
Anne her daughter marrying Lord Of- 
« mond, and my aunt giving up to them 
«her houſe in Pall-Mall, it was fixed I 
% ſhould continue with Lady Oſmond. 


% My Lord Cateſby's extreme jealouſy 
had accuſtomed me to retirement: 1 
« found little pleaſure in the great world: 
reading and muſic employed all my time. 
The men thought me amiable: they told 
© me ſo; but, without being infenſible to 
* the pleaſure of admiration, I was infi- 
« wtely ſo to the cares of my lovers. 1 
laughed 


to Lady Ca u rHEE TJ. 63 


« laughed at their tranſports; and, ridi- 
« © culing the follies of which love made 
te them guilty,” I fancied reaſon and pride 


would always ſecure me from its . 1417 


60 * after my conba'i 8 marriage, we 
« left London for Hertfordſhire. Lord 
« Offory and Mr. Aſhby returned at that 
« time, one of them from France, and the 
te other from Italy: as they were both 
« friends to my Lord Oſmond, they were 
e invited to Hertford; they ſet out directiy, 
* and arrived together. I was with Lady 
« Oſmond, when my Lord preſented them 
© to her: the moment I caſt my eyes on 
ce one of them, my taſte was for ever 
fixed. 1750 | 
Lord Offory profeſſed himſelf an enemy 
* to love; till I ſaw him, I was perfectly 
indifferent: this conformity of humors, on 
* which they ſometimes rallied us, was the 
5 « firſt. 


66 Lach CAT ESBVT's LITT ERS 

« firſt bond of that friendſhip which united 
er us: he talked of love, but it was always 
*« to complain of its rigor: he ſeemed to 
te know only its pains. My heart, which 
* already ſympathized with him, took a ſe- 
« cret intereſt in his diſcourſes; I repeated 
«them to myſelf when alone, and, ſuppoſ- 
«ing he regretted an unfaithful miſtreſs, I 
* partook of his chagrin: I was aſtoniſhed . 
«* how ſhe could ever ceaſe to love him; 
© And it ſeemed to me, that a woman wha 
% could betray or abandon him muſt be born 
* more perfidious than all others. 
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« I paſſed ſome time without attending to 

te the pleaſure I felt in ſeeing Lord Oſſory: 

1 gave myſelf up to it without reflexion; 

* and only obſerved, that, ſince his coming 

© to Hertford, every thing was become 
© more intereſtipg to me. 


— cent <> 


« Mr. 


to Lady CAurLzTI. 61 


« Mr. Aſhby declared himſelf my lover: 

« you know his paſſions are lively, but of 
i ſhort duration; he addreſſed me with the 
« moſt impatient ardor, but that ardor ap- 
« peared to me importunate. Lord Oſmond 
e wiſhed he might pleaſe me; he even gave 
him hopes, but I deſtroyed them the mo- 
cement he ſpoke to me on the ſubject. Mr. 
_« Aſhby grew inſupportable to me; he be- 
came melancholy, jealous, impertinent ; 
«© he quarreled with me often, and paſſed 
« whole days in hunting to avoid me. My 
* Lord Offory, on theſe occaſions, rallied 
© me on his abſence; told me, laughing, he 
« ſaw I was afflicted at it, and offered him- 
« ſelf to repreſent Mr. Aſhby. He took 
* his place near me, imitated his little cares; 
gathered flowers, and preſented them to 
me with that timid countenance, that air 
* of ſadneſs, from which unhappy love can- 
« not preſerve itſelf, and which adds to the 
| 19 " Om” 


68 Lady CaTzsBy's LETTERS 


e diſguſt of the beloved object. My Lord 
« mixed ſo much grace with every thing he 
« did, that this pleaſantry, though repeated 
often, was always new and entertaining: 

« jt engaged us to ſeek each other; and 
« when our converſation took a more ſeri- 
% ous turn, Lord Offory lamented Mr. Aſh- 
* by's unhappineſs, and told me he could 
not conceive any misfortune equal to that 
cc of loving me and being diſpleaſing to me. 
« One morning when I had been walking a 
long time with Mr. Aſhby, by one of his 
« common caprices, he changed his humor 
© on a ſudden, and appeared infinitely gay, 

« and lively : my Lord Offory aſſumed a 
1 ſerious air; I ſaw a coldneſs in his looks; 
&« I was ſhocked at it; an unknown emo- 
© tion took poſſeſſion of my heart, and gave 
ee me inexpreſſile torment. I would have 
* ſpoke to Lord Offory, to aſk him the 
« reaſon of his fadneſs; but, far from ſeiz- 
e ing thoſe opportunities I gave him of 
| * approaching 


1 Lady CameLsY 69 


* approaching me, he did not even ſeem 
4 to give the leaſt attention to my deſign. 
« The hours paſſed, and the day was at an 
4 end, without his having deigned to ad- 
4 dreſs me a ſingle word: how long did that 
« day appear! what deſpite did I feel 
« againſt Lord Offory! I reſented his be- 
© haviour ſo much, that I thought I hated 
« him. The moment I was alone, the tears 
« guſhed from my eyes; they removed the 
« oppreſlion of my heart, and gave me li- 
© berty to reflect on the ſecret cauſe of that 
t ſentiment which made them flow. 


« Why torment myſelf becauſe of my 
« Lord Offory's coldneſs? why deſire to 
« ſpeak to him? what had I to ſay to him? 
* and why intereſt myſelf in the change of 
« his temper ? Theſe queſtions, which I pur 
to myſelf, diſcovered to me at once the 
*« pafſion to which I had given up my heart 
« without IS it. 


cc Shall 


no Lady CaTESBY's LETTERS 


« Shall 1 tell you more, my Lord? In 

« confeſſing it, I had alſo the weakneſs to 
« pardon myſelf this attachment. I found 
« Lord Offory fo worthy to be beloved; the 
* charms of his wit, the graces of his per- 
* ſon, his air, his features, the nobleneſs of 
* his ſentiments, a thouſand amiable quali- 
« ties, the virtues he really poſſeſſed, thoſe 
« which my love added to them; every 
ce thing in him ſeemed proper to augment 
« and to juſtify my tenderneſs: I yowed 
ese never to diſcover my paſſion, but I vomed 
« alſo to carry it to my grave. of 


6 1 appeared in the morning with ſuch 
c an air of deſpondency as made every body 
« apprehenſive for my health. Lord Offory. 
& diſcovered ſo much inquietude, ſhewed 
tt himſelf ſo touched with my languor, that 
* the mm intereſt he took in it diſpelled 
* it 


to Lady Cure Ex. wi. 


te it in a moment; Wbilſt I beheld him, 
4 whilſt I liſtened to him, my gaiety re- 
40 wrned, and brought back to my counte- 
<« nance that chearful luſtre, which chagrin 
« had baniſhed thence. From that moment 
* carefully obſerved. the progreſs of my 

« conqueſt; my Lord ſhewed the e 
6 2 for me, but . n no 


more 10 an 'B 


N. A winter brooght us NF to ron 
606 1 ſaw Lord Oſſory ſeldomer; I became 
« melancholy, thoughtful; I felt a diſguſt 
« for all thoſe, amuſements which pleaſed 
« me before I bad giyen away my heart. 
« Lady Henrietta was then at Venice with 
her father: deprived of the only friend 
« with whom I darcd to truſt my ſorrows, 
< I kept a perpetual guard on myſelf to 
e conceal them: ſometimes I bluſhed at my 
« Jove; I regretted my , paſt tranquillity; 1 
determined no longer to give way to my 
* ſentiments; I ſtruggled with them; 1 
examined 


72 Lady Carzspy's LETTERS 


examined my Lord with attention; I 
* ſought to find defects in him; I wiſhed it 
« was poſſible he could diſpleaſe me; but 
the more I ſaw, the more heard of him, 
« the more convinced I was that he was 
truly worthy of all the love I felt for 


66 him. 


cc Mr. Aſhby, whoſe levity was extreme, 
e tired of my indifference, addreſſed his 
“ yows to Miſs Germain; his infidelity made 
« us friends: as his new miſtreſs was often 
«with me, he begged of me not to teach 
her to uſe him ill. My Lord Offory had 
« always a place in our converſation : we 
« ſpeak without intending it of the object 
« who is dear to us: his name is without 
« ceaſing on the borders of our lips; we 
« would withhold it, but it eſcapes us: we 
* have pronounced it a hundred times, 
« when we fancy we have not pronounced 
* it once. Whether Mr. Aſhby penetrated 
* my ſecret thoughts and wiſhed to revenge 
« himſelf, 


* 
. 


to Lady CAUur ET. 73 
= himſelf, or whether he really believed 
ce what he aſſerted, he repeated to me con- 
« tinually that he ſhould pity extremely 
that woman who attached herſelf to Lord 

“ Offory : he painted him ſolid, amiable, 
« generous; but inſenſible. He chagrined 

«© me by his diſcourſe, yet I was never 

. weary of liſtening to it: Lord Oſſory was 
« talked of though to his diſadvantage, and 
all converſation of which Lord Offory 


* was the ſubject had @ artraive charm 


"mY I paſſed part of the winter in all the 
« pangs of ſuſpenſe ; my Lord's attention, 
« his aſſiduity, redoubled; a thouſand little 
cares, which proceed from the heart alone, 
and which the heart alone knows how to 
« ſet a juſt value on, all perſuaded me that 
] was beloved; but he had never told me 
* ſo: and that doubt inſeparable from true 
« paſſion, that fear which raiſes obſtacles 
© to our deſires, and deſtroys our ſondeſt 
D © hopes, 


1 . 


14, Lady CaTESBY'S Lz TTERS 


60 hopes, made me always diſtruſt, thoſe, 
« proofs that I thought he gave me of his, 
« tenderneſs. Whilſt he was with me, the 
«ſofteſt tranquillity reigned in my ſoul, 
« my deareſt wiſhes ſeemed fulfilled; when 

« he was abſent, I felt all my anke, 


© revives 55 E 


We were one evening in Lady Oſmond's 
ec cloſet: every body were at cards, except 
my Lord Offory and myſelf; I was ſtand- 
« ing, leaning on Lady Durſley's chair, and 
e obſerving her play. She called my Lord 
« Offory to aſk him a queſtion; as he ſtooped 
down to ſpeak to her, happening to move 
« my hand, it fell by mere accident on my 
« Lord's: I withdrew it haſtily, but he, ſix- 
«ing on me the moſt paſſionate look, car - 
&« ried his to his mouth, and kiſſed that part 
« of it which mine had touched. I was af- 
« feed by this action; it ſoftened me, it 


te charmed me; and during the remainder 
| , 6 of | 


- 


BY: \.4 


to Lady CA LET. 75 


« of the evening I could not keep myſelf 
e from regarding him with a look of em- 


e barraſſment, which told him too n 
« what it endeavored to ne 


te Pardon me, my Lord, if I am prolie 
e in relating theſe little particulars: this in- 
* human. paſſion has been ſo dear to me, 
« all that relates to it is yet ſo recent in my 
© memory, that it is impoſſible for me to 
ce ſpeak on the ſubje& without re- calling 
« every circumſtance that led me to give 
« myſelf up to an inclination whieh has 
1 been the ſource of all my misfortunes. 44 


„Early in the print we rerurged to 
« Hertford; Lord Offory begged: to be of 


our party. I felt an extreme joy at ir; 
I flattered myſelf it was on my account 
only; I was charmed that he preferred 
% me to thoſe amuſements which public 
© places offered him: alas! Las but too 
« grateful for ſo trifling a ſacrifice! Jeſs 

D 2 * interrupted 


76 Lady CarEsBV's LZ TT EIS 


or: interrupted than in town, we paſſed whole 
« hours in thoſe beautiful gardens which 
« Lord Oſmond has adorned with every 
« charm of art and nature. My Lord im- 
« proved me in the French language, and 1 
te jnſtructed him in the Spaniſh: our ſtudies 
© Jed us to reflexions, of which our ſenti- 
© ments were always the foundation. The 
« ſecret of our ſouls ſeemed every moment 
& ready to eſcape us; our eyes had already | 
« betrayed it, when one day, reading an 

affecting ſtory of two tender lovers 
« who had been cruelly torn from each 
t other, the book fell from our hands, our 
« tears began to flow, and, ſeized with 1 
© know not what kind of fear, our eyes 
« were fixed ardently on each other. He 
% put one of his arms round me, as if to 
« detain me; I leaned towards him; and, 
« breaking ſilence at the ſame time, we ex- 
« claimed both together, Ah! how un- 

happy were theſe lovers! 


4 A full 


(| 


— 


fo Lady Camry. 77 
„A full confidence followed this acci- 
4 dental diſcovery of our tenderneſs: Lord 
* Offory confeſſed to me the paſſion with 
* which, he ſaid, I had inſpired him the 
« firſt moment he beheld me. He told me 
the reaſons which he had to reſiſt the 


«© warm emotions of his heart, naturally _ 


© inclined to love. You know he was en 
« oaged to Lady Charlotte Cheſter,” when 
«the old Marquis of Dorcheſter offered 
« himſelf, and was immediately accepted, 
© Lady Charlotte preferred to an amiable 
© lover who adored her, and for whom ſhe 
ce pretended an equal paſſion, a title; which 
te ſhe had then no hopes of with him, he 
« having at that time two elder brothers. 
This ambitious woman diſguſted Lord 
* Offory with all the ſex; he believed them 
e incapable of tenderneſs or of fidelity. le 
« left London; and, till he came to Hert- 
« ford, preſerved his fear of engaging in 
another attachment; but this fear was 
« ſoon loſt in the hope of ſinding in me a 

D 3 heart 
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© heart formed for his. He forgot the 
* Marchionefs, and thought of nothing dit 
of delivering himſelf up to the love I in- 
e ſpired, which however he had the cruelty 
* to canceal from me. 


* With what fire did he paint to me that 
« love! how often did he ſwear, that his 
*« happineſs, that his life, depended on my 
* returning his paſſion! how melting were 
1 his looks! how ardent his expreſſions; 
= his diſcourſe, the very ſound of his voice, 
«« penetrated my ſoul : his words are en- 


« oraven there in characters never to de 
« * cllaced. 


4 Ah! my Lord! what a moment! The 


e confeſſian of a paſſion which one partakes 
« js like a ſudden flaſh of light, which car- 
e ries a new day into one's ideas. An un- 
« ſpeakable charm was diffuſed on every 
10 thing around me; every object became 


* more ſmiling, more amiable in my eyes; 
cc all 


* 
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all nature ſeemed more adorned and 
„lovely. That garden where I had juſt 
learned I was beloved appeared to me the 
* abode of ſome benevolent being, who had 
« withdrawn the veil which had fo long hid 
66 my happineſs from me. | 


« Seized with aſtoniſhment and joy, how 
0 could I hide thoſe rapid emotions, emo- 
cc tions to which I had been then a ſtranger? 
and why ſhould I have reſtrained them 4 
« fuffered him to ſee the pleaſure his con- 
* feffion had carried into my ſoul; he en- 
* joyed it, and augmented it by fil tranſ- 
« ports, and by the gratityde with which he 
received the vows 1 made, never to ce. lle 
* * loving. him. 2a 16 N 


« From that inſtant Lord Offory has en- 
| 40 groffed all the tenderneſs of my foul, and 
"m_ ware an ane to _—_ him. 


* 
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60 "T'was about this time the Duke of 


« Suffolk came to Hertford : he paſſed fix 


4 


e weeks there, and conceived that paſſion 


for me which he yet preſerves. Why can 


* not reward him with a fentiment more 
« render than eſteem ? So conſtant an ardor 
“ ought to triumph over the remembrance 
« of an ingrate. My Lord Duke offered 


me his hand; my refuſal afflicted without 


© offending him: he eaſily imagined that 


the rank of Dutcheſs, with an immenſe 
« fortune, offered by. a Nohleman whoſe 
« perſon was uncommonly agreable, and 
« whoſe character was high in the world's 
« eſteem, would not have been refuſed 
« without a ſtrong attachment for another. 
« He explained himſelf ro Lord Oſmond, 
© who aſſured him of the contrary, .. but: 


< without being able to convince him, I 


did not doubt but his ſuſpicions fell on 
« my Lord Offory ; and I believed it the 
% more, becauſe he never after pronounced 
« his name before me; a piece of reſpect 
« which I ſhall always acknowledge as an 
obligation. 

« We 
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We hid with care our ſecret correſpon- 
« dence, without any other reaſon than a 
« little ſhame for having changed our reſo- 
« lations : we ſaw each other continually, 
and at night wrote to each other what we 
% had not been able to ſay during the day. 
© How dear is that time even yet to my re- 
„ membrance! how happy did I live! what 
“good is comparable to the ſweetneſs of | 
loving a man worthy of our moſt tender 
« affetion, who loves us, who tells us ſo, 
* who repeats it every moment, and whoſe 
« every Wiſh is loſt in ours! what pleaſure 
* to expect him, to ſee him appear, to lift 
© up to him thoſe eyes to which his pre- 
* {ence gives new luſtre, to read in his that 
« ke thinks us lovely, and that we are fo 
happy as to pleaſe him! how flattering to 
« ſee one's ſelf the object of all his cares! | 
©to imagine he feels all the tranſports he | 
« excites, that he enjoys all _ pleaſures 


„that he gives! 
D 5 « Ah! 
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Ahl my Lord, why do the levity, the 
te inconſtancy of our hearts, change into 
« bitterneſs ſentiments ſo foft and enchant- 
« ing! from whence comes it, that of two 
« perſons, who have equal power of pro- 
« curing to each other fo true, ſo exalted a 
"© happineſs, one ſhould ceaſe to feel it, and 
« deliver up the other to eternal regret ? 
« Amiable ſenſibility! dear and flattering 
<« preſent! no, it is not you who render us 
% unhappy: our natural inquietude, our 
« caprices, poiſon the gifts of Heaven, and 
« we. laviſh away, without poſſeſſing, the 
« precious bleſſings which it beſtows upon 


us. ö 


*« Six months paſſed in this agreable ſitu- 

% ation: towards the middle of autumn 
Lord Oſſory was obliged to return to Lon- 
* don, to be preſent at the marriage of 
© Lord Newport with Lady Mortimer. He 
*« ſhewed an extreme repugnance to leaving 
« us, 


to Lady Ca ur IETI. #5 
© us, and quitted me with an unaffected and 
« lively ſorrow. He wrote to me two or 
* three times a day; his letters breathed the 
« ſoul of tenderneſs; he fpoke only of the 
« ardent deſire he had to return, to ſee me 
« again, and of the hopes he had of ſoon 
« being united to me in thoſe foft honds he 
« came from ſeeing tied. My replies ex: 
« preſſed the grief his abſence gave me, 
« and which nothing was able to diſſipate. 
« He returned, and the joy of ſeeing him 
« again effaced the remembrance of thoſe 
c tedious hours I had paſſed without him. 


The firſt tranſports of this joy being 

« calmed, I fancied I perceived in his Tooks 
an unuſual melancholy; I aſked the reaſon 
of it, with that tender intereſt which a 
heart truly enamored cannot but take in 
the leaſt inquietude of the beloved ob- 
e jet. One day, as I preſſed him to truſt 
* We with his ſorrows, I ſaw. his eyes wet, 
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ce with tears: he endeavored to hide them 
« from me, and turning away his face, 
« © Ah! ſaid he to me, with a voice broken 
« and interrupted, T have a reproach to 
* make myſelf, a reproach which your 
* goodneſs renders every inſtant more 
lively. Do not inſiſt on my explaining 
*.the reaſon of it ; if I ſpeak, you will love 
* me leſs, you will perhaps no longer love 
* me at all: I am not worthy cf the heart 
* you have given me; no man is Worthy of 
* jt, How much is your ſoul above mine! 
% how. ought I to bluſh before you! ah. 
Lady Cateſby ! is this your lover? is this 
the man beloved by you, who has pre- 

c pared for himſelf eternal remorſe ?—No, 
Jam no more that happy lover wha once 
* hoped to deſerve you.'— 


* This ſtrange diſcourſe pierced my heart 

„ with ſorrow: I begged him to open his 
« whole ſoul to me; he refuſed; I did not 
A * dare to * him, for fear of adding to 
6 his 
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his affliction: time ſeemed to ſoften it, 
and my curioſity ſubſided. His love was 
« always the ſame; and, his grief diſſipat: 
« ing by little and little, I was not obſtinate 
© to diſcoyer his ſecret, Lord Offory was 
« ſo dear to me, I found ſuch ſweetneſs in 
« ſacrificing every thing to him! how could 
© renew a ſubject of converſation which 


0 * diſpleaſe or afflict him? 


« We were. to leave Hertford in a week; 
* Lord Offory had prevailed on me to con- 
« ſens to give him my hand a month after 
our return to London: I wiſhed however 
to have waited my brother's return; whoſe 
« laſt letters had aſſured me he intended 
eto croſs the ſeas in the beginning of win- 
* ter. Lord Offory might have expected a 
« better match than I was at that time: 
“however, my fortune was ſufficient to 
bear the additional expence which a wife 
* would occaſion: it put me in a condition 


to refuſe the advantageous ſettlements he 
would 
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*« would have made. A plan of the marriage- 
* articles was fent to him; he took plea- 
* ſure in examining them, in ſettling them 
s with me: we were agreed in all points, 
e when one evening a meſſenger enquired 
for my Lord Offory with an appearance 
* of great myltery, and would deliver his 
* pacquet into no hands but his own. He 
« was at play, and left it to ſpeak to this 
© man; but, inſtead of coming back; he 
« ſent to beg Lord Arthur would take his 
cards. At ſupper- time one of his ſer- 
% yants came to tell us he found himſelf a 
little indifpoſed, and was gone to bed. 


Never did my heart feel any inquie- 
„ tude equal to what ſeized it at this mef- 
« ſage. I did not imagine my Lord was ill, 
but I was convinced he had received * 
t j11 news. I ſent Betty ſeveral times to en- 
“é quire after his health, and to find ou 
e how he was employed; ſhe brought me 


10 word at firſt, that he was ſhut up in his 
| apartment, 
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apartment, and had commanded his ſer- 
« vants not to enter. At length ſhe learnt 
of his valet de chambre, that he wept 
« bitterly, ſeemed in deſpair, and that he 
had never ſeen him in ſo ſhocking a ſtate 
& of mind. 


“ What a night did I paſs! My Lord 
« Offory was in the deepeſt affliction; he 
„ ſhnt himſelf up; he wept; he had ſor- 
* rows, and he did not ſeek me. Had he 
„ then grief he feared to truſt me with? 
« did he doubt the intereſt 1 took in hat- 
ever concerned him? He had then ſecrets” 
« to me. I recalled to mind his diſcourfe 
and his embarraſſment the day he re- 
« turned to Hertford; I began to fear, 
without knowing what I feared. The 
« idea only that he was in tears, made 
mine flow. I was not able to calm my 
te troubled heart; and the morning ſur- 
“ prized me in that painful ſuſpence, Which 
* one is always eager to get rid of, but of 

« which 


4 
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& which one often has occaſion to lament 
et the loſs. 


* As ſoon as the hour allowed, I ſent to 

* know how my Lord did: they returned 
« anſwer, that he was not in bed, that he 
« was dreſſed, and had ſet down to write. 
% My Lord Arthur, his Lady and ſon, were 
% the. only ſtrangers remaining atHertford : 
„ they left us chat very day. To avoid ap- 
« pearing, I ordered them to ſay I was 
, aſleep, and went to walk by the fide of 
«the canal: I wandered a long time with- 
* out perceiving the path that I had taken. 
« As I was returning, I ſaw my Lord Offory, 
* who advanced towards me; but fo feeble, 
« fo dejected, ſo changed, that it was eaſy 
to judge in beholding him, that ſome fa- 
e tal, ſome unforeſeen event muſt have 
« reduced him to that ſtate. He joined 
«© me, bawed without lifting up his eyes, 
took one of my hands which he gently 
_ © preſſed. between his, and led me to 
, IL an ; 


35 


10 Lady CAMPLEY.. 


* an arbor, where we both ſeated ourſelves 
„without ſpeaking a word. E had not 
* courage to alk him any queſtions; he 
e attempred to ſpeak, but his voice expired 
upon his lips: at laſt, falling at my knees, 
“and hiding his face in my robe, he wept 
e aloud, with all the marks of inexpreſſible 
« affliction. His tears, and his melancholy 
ſilence, ſtabbed me to the heart; L preſſed 
him tenderly to ſpeak ; I wept with him, 
© his ſorrow overwhelmed: me; I conjured 
him to moderate it, to lodge it in my 
«© boſom : he ſeemed to yield to my en- 
« treaties, and raiſed his head. His eyes; 
« bathed in tears; were fixed on mine; our 
« tears, were mingled; he appeared deter · 
e mined to explain himſelf; Lagain pre ſſed 
him to it, when, ſtarting ſuddenly from 


* me, he left me with: the moſt, precipitate 
« haſte. I ealled to kim, but in vain; 1 
6 would have followed him, but had not 
« ſtrength. All my fears, my alartns, were 


« * far him alone; I could not conceive what 
cc could. 
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© could aflit him to that exceſs, nor how it 
as poſhble he ſhould find ſuch puerto 
* in opening his ſoul to me. 


ee bock to my ee wr 
« rok me my Lord Offory was gone: two 
* hours after, they brought me a letter; it 
« was from him: could I have imagined L 
4 ſhould find 8 the pe, een 


6 61 a RAE Madam, md kicks you. 
« without the remoteſt hope ever to behold 
* you again. How ſhould I dare again to 
e appear before you? I who have betrayed 
you? who, when arrived at the ſummit of 
my moſt ardent wiſhes, when beloved by 
« you; have not been able to repreſs an un- 
« worthy inclination? who have expoſed 
„ myſelf' to the loſs of ſo precious a 
© hleſſing ? — Ah! Madam! deteſt, deſpiſe 
* this monſter, who has deſtroyed yout 
„ happineſs and his on. So near being 
* en to you ſo charmed with my fate! 


( ſo 


* 
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* ſo proud to reign in a heart like yours! 
« when yon had given me the preference 
« —muſt I then—yes, the laws of honor 
* command — how are you revenged! — 
«© how am I puniſhed !—T loſe you! — juſt 
« God! I loſe you! yet of whom can I 
“complain but of myfelf !— ſodear as yon 
« were to my heart, ſo prefent to my re- 
« membranee, ought not your idea to have 
e checked me? but was I then myſelf? — 
« Alas ! Iſhall ſee you no more; I ſhall be 
« the object of your contempt, of your 
*« averſion — more unhappy ſtill, a thou- 
« ſand times more unhappy, if I am ſo one 
e moment of your regret, of thoſe tears 
« which I have ſeen flow for an ingrate, 
« for an inhuman wretch, forced to deprive 
« himſelf for ever — ah pity me, Madam! 
«I dare yet implore your compaſion 
« why can I not at leaſt confeſs ro you — 
© but this horrible ſecret is not mine only 
El ought to reſpect — who?—the author 

* of my miſery —is it then poſſible I am re- 
« duced. 
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* duced to wiſh to be forgot by you?—Yet 
* cannot forget you! I ſhall always adore 
you; your image will be always preſent tb 
% me. - Adieu! Madam! adieu! May 1 
* not live long enough to hear what you 
* think of aw unhappy man he could 
never have deſerved you 


remained like one inanimate: a blow 
4 ſo terrible, ſo little expected, ſo liitle de- 
© ſerved, almoſt annihilated my very being. 
* Immoveable, and without raiſing my eyes 
* from that fatal paper, it ſeemed) to me in 
«* finiſhing it, that ſome inviſible hand preci- 
s pitated me into an abyſs, and deſtroyed in 
« me every principle of life. I xemained till 
« the next morning in a kind of ſtupidity, 
« which ſuſpended all the faculties of my 
* ſoul — too bleſſed if that ſtate had laſted, 
« and if my reaſon had been loſt with my 
" appineſs | 


« Lady 
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Lady Oſmond was twelve miles off, with 
« one of her relations; ſhe received there 
« the news of the duel and death of my 
brother. When ſhe returned, ſhe con- 
<« ſulted with her Lord the means of pre- 
© paring me to bear this loſs ; being no 
e ſtranger to the tender ſenſibility of my 
« ſoul. They told her the way I was ing 
« ſhe aſked if I had had letters from London, 
„ and finding I had received ſeveral, ſhe 
« concluded I was already informed of the 
« fate of my brother. Faintings ſucceeded 
« each other ſo rapidly, I was fo incapable 
of liſtening to her, or of ſpeaking, that 
« my ſituation terrified her. Ir was not till 
« the next evening, when I was come a little 
« to myſelf, that I diſcovered, by the con- 
« folation ſhe endeavored to give me, and 
„ by the details into which it led her, that 
my amiable brother was no more. I owed 
my life to this increaſe of affliction: my 
* tears now opened themſelves a paſſage; 

„their 
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their abundance brought back to me 
« the cruel power to reflect how wretched | 
&« J was: it was with difficulty I hid one 

ce part of my ſorrows, whillt I gaye myſelf 
t up without conſtraint to thoſe for which 
66 had no reaſon to bluſh. : 


4] could not bring myſelf to return to 


& London; - ſtaid at Hertford, in ſpite of 
© the entreaties of Lord and Lady Oſmond, 

« who loved me tenderly. I carried my 
% mourning for my brother the ſame 
cc lengths T had done that for my Lord 
« Cateſby : I would ſee nobody; I found 
« no plcaſure but in abandoning myſelf to 
grief: I ran eagerly to every place where 
J had ſeen, where I had converſed with, 
« Lord Offory; my cries, my groans, 
4 pointed out thoſe places where he had 
« aſſured me of his love, of that love which 
no longer exiſted: I bathed wich my tears 
© his letters, his picture, a thouſand trifles 


75 chat be had given me. Engroſſed con- 
e tinually 


* 


cc tinually by his idea, I yet felt only the 


« pain. of being ſeparated, for ever ſepa- 
« rated, from him. I regretted, | without 
« condemning him: I read every moment 


that fatal letter; I ſought in vain to com · 


« prehend what he had wrote, and why he 
« ſhould abandon me: I piuied him, becauſe 
i he deſired to be pitied : I neither believed 
him falſe nor perfidious ; my heart al- 


c ways defended, always adored him. I had 
„loved him, without knowing whether he 


« had ſhared my tenderneſs ; and I loved 
4 him ſtill, uncertain of the cauſe of his 
« flight, without doubting the nobleneſs of 
his ſentiments, and could not 7 
« myſelf he had deceived me. | 


« paſſed part of the day in writing to 
him, without ever ſending what I wrote: 
as ſoon as my letter was finiſhed, an in- 
« rene repugnance prevented my ſealing 

: I read it over, I wept, I tore to pieces 
4 19 had been writing: an inſtant after, 
60. 1 ] began 
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II began another, without being able to 
« determine what ſtep I ſhould take. My 
head, fatigued by a continual application 
to the fame ſubject, by all the dark pro- 
« jects which forrow gives birth to, loſt by 
« degrees the faculty of fixing on other 
e hjects. I thought no more of any thing 
« but my brother and my Lord Offory. 
Sometimes I fell into a ſort of inſenſiblity; 
* every idea was then effaced from my 
« mind: 1 returned to myſelf, only to feel 
« my wretchedneſs with more force. I in- 

« yoked the ſoul of my brother; I called 
* him to the ſuccor of bis unhappy ſiſter ; 
« I begged of Heaven to take away my life; 
and I know not how my reaſon preſerved 
te itſelf in a ſtate ſo near approaching to 
« madneſs, 


«i expotted my letters with f impatience: 
« I did not ſuppoſe I ſhould receive one 
4 from Lord Offory ; yet, when J found 
none from him amongſt thoſe they brought 

me, 
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«© me, I felt the deſire I had to ſee them 
e vaniſh. I ran over Lady Oſmond's, 
« trembling; I feared to find there à name 
* which yet I ſought for with eagerneſs. 
« Alas! it was there only 'to augment my 
« ſorrows : J learned chat he was danger- 
e ouſly ill: I forgot every thing, to think 
« only of his preſent ſtate. I wrote to one 
« of my ſervants, who was in London, to 
« inform himſelf exactly of the courſe of 
« my Lord Offory's diſtemper, and to ſend 
eme every day an expreſs with the account. 
« His illneſs was long ; and, whilſt it laſted, 
] experienced that grief may be ſuſpended 
aby the fear of ſtill greater affliction. But 
« what a change did his recovery make in 
« my ſituation! The firſt uſe my Lord 
_ « Offory made of his return to health, was 
6e to go to St. James's church, where he was 
* married to Miſs Fanny Montford. None 
© of his friends were prefent ar the cere- 
* mony; it was " celebrated without pomp 3 | 
| E _ *aud 
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0 and two haves after he ſet out, with his 
e bride, for the North of Anne 
1. How ſhail 1 I "itare to you, my Lord, 
Ge, the impreſſion this news made on me? It 
e ſeemed that all I loved was a ſecond time 
"<< torn from me: I had preſerved, without 
« perceiving it, a feeble hope; the inſtant 
e that deprived me of it opened again all my 
„wounds: I knew my Lord Offory was no 
longer mine; I repeated every moment of 
e the day, that he never could be; but I 
had no idea of the pang which rent my 
% heart, when I told myſelf he Was 


4c another 8. 


" « His marriage explained to me neither 
< his letter nor his conduct: why ſhould 
% honor engage him do eſpouſe this lady, 
% whom he then knew not, or knew but 
. « flightly ? and how could honor impoſe'on 
him a law for her, which was not more 


dinding in regard to me? I loſt myſelf in 
6 my 


| t Lady Camnriey. — 99 
« my refletions ; ; and whilſt 1 ſunk under 
« the weight of my chagrins, whilſt a me- 
e lancholy languor deſtroyed my health, 
0 faded my youth, and robbed me of repoſe, 
« my Lord Oſſory was content and trahetil: 
4 his wiſhes were fulfilled. I painted him 
©« to my imagination loſt in the tranſports 
«of a farisfied paſſion; as a lover 'who 
* ſecludes himſelf from the world, to poſſeſs 
© without interruption the obj ect of his 
« tenderneſs: 1 repreſented Kim to myſelf 
e in the arms of his happy bride, forgetting 
« me in the boſom of pleaſures, baniſhing ' 
from his mind thoſe weak remembrances 
« of me, which might perhaps ſometimes 
* intrude upon his heart; but Which a 
« ſmile from her he loved would efface. 
His taſte, his inclination only, could have 
« determined him to this union; Miſs 


«* Montford was of birth, but without for- 
« tune; and thoſe who had ſeen her, 
* aſſured me — was not 9 — I am 

BY. ignorant 


4 


4 ignorant ne. charm ſne attracted 


ce they loved with paſſion, can 
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60 « him. 


wr, will not. attempt to expreſs. to you the 
4 torments of my heart: to judge of the 
« cruel emotions by which I was agitated, it 
« ; is neceſſary to have been in the ſame ſitu - 
« ation, and to have had the ſame degree of 
« ſenſibility. Believe me, my Lord, thoſe 
cc who have never felt the miſery of being 
60 betrayed by thoſe they loved, by thoſe 
have but a 
« faint idea of the —— which it is 
t poſſible to experience in this life. The 
Joſs of a ſplendid fortune leaves us at 
& leaſt the advantage of ſhewing the great- 
* neſs of our ſouls, either by that mode- 
* ration which enables us calmly to bear 
this reverſe, or by that noble firmneſs 
& which raiſes us above fortune itſelf. That 
« excels of vanity, which reigns in the, bu- 
* man heart, is often a powerful conſola- 
* tion under the greateſt misfortunes. 
[ Happy 


LL Lady CAM PI EZV. to 

&« „Happy thoſe who can enjoy the ſecret 
« pleafire of felf-admiration ! but what re- 

« ſource remains ro her, who, having fixed 

© a1] her hopes of happineſs on one only ob- 

« je, ſees herſelf ſuddenly deprivedof chat 
object, and forced to accuſe by Her tears 
« the very hand ſhe would have choſen to 
« wipe them off had they flowed from any | 
e other cauſe? To be unhappy, and io be 
e ſo. made by thoſe. one loves, is a ſpecies 
of miſery not to be comprehended but by | 
e ſuch as have had the ſad experience. 


—ä—2E —n 2 —— —ͤ—ͤ——ͤ — 


« Lord Campley returned from Venice at 
«the end of winter. Lady Henrietta oh- 
tained his permiſſion to come down to 
.« Hertford; the pleaſure of | ſeeing her 
again, her foftneſs, her friendſhip, rhe 
confeſion 1 made her of all my weak - 
1 „ veſſes, gars a little eaſe to my heart. 

This amiable friend reſtored me inferifi- 
" "by to myſelf: I ſtill felt my ſorrows, 
©: "1 3 © bur 
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« but I became capable of concealing them, 
* and of appearing once more in the world. 
“ Aſſured that my Lord Offory was no 
longer in London, and that he had no 
« intention of coming thither, I reſolved to 
«© return: I abandoned that place where 
« every object that preſented itſelf to my 
« eycs nouriſhed my affliction, and renewed 
my regrets. _ 5 e 


« You ſcarce knew me again; my condi- 
tion moved your render compaſſion. My 
« features, however, recovered their form, 
« which they had loſt by my extreme lean- 
* neſs: time reſtored my bloom, but it 
© could not reſtore either my gaiety or my 
« repoſe. | I made a thouſand efforts to for- 
« get a perfidious traitor; ſometimes 1 
* believed I loved no longer, but I always 
remembered I had loved. My Lord 
© .Offory yet excited violent emotions in 
my ſoul ; his diſtance ſcarce ſecured! me 


« "08008 — I carried: an air of timidity 
6 cc inte 
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« into every place where it was poſſible. L, 
might meet him; every moment I fancied. 
«1 ſaw him, that I heard his voice. My, 
« Lord Penſhurſt, by a flight, reſemblance, 
of. him, cauſed an emotion which you, 
« yourſelf perceived. His very name Was 
« ſufficient to make me tremble. I combated 
« the remains of this weakneſs ; I fancied 
« I was near triumphing over it, when his. 
* return revived in my, heart all thoſe ſenti- 
«ments, which time and his leyity ought, 
to have extinguiſhed, { wt $26 0 29d 9 


«Never was aſtoniſhment equal to mines. 

« when I ſaw him enter at, Lady Bellyill” 85 
his eyes inſtantly fixed themſclves on me; © 5, 
felt an agitation which made me afraid, 
te to ſtay, leſt I ſhould betray myſelf. What 
« all the company, charmed to ſee him, ran 
« eagerly to embrace him, and mixed with. | 
« their compliments of condolence on the 
death of his wife a. thouſand. felicitations 
on his return, Lady Henrietta. had tho 
E 4 * goodne ſs 
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10 goodneſs to lead me out of the rogm: | 
« we went away together. You ns a 
©-witneſs of my confuſion; I in vain en- 
« deavored to hide it: the ſtrange pertur- 
* bation of my ſenſes diſcovered to vou 
25 part of my ſecrer. | 


2 


Lord Oſſory was every day at my 
© door: he found it ſhut to him alone; he 
«intereſted ane of my women, whom he 
„knew, in his favor; and prevailed on 
« her to beg for him one moment's con- 
« yerſation with me. He wrote to me, he 
followed me every where; his obſtinacy 
* alarmed me; I felt that Lord Offory 
could never be to me an indifferent 
< perſon. Aſhamed to find ſtill this ſen- 
% ſibility, I thought it my duty to fly from 
the danger of ſeeing him, of liſtening 
© ro him. 


Do yon now, my Lord, think you 
5 ought to accuſe me of * cruelty, of inflex- 
* 1bility, 
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t-jbility, for having refuſed to receive 
Lord Offory's viſits, for ſending back 
_ © his letters without deigning to open them, 

4 for not daring any explanation with 
« im? What regard doll owe him? what 
* motive ſhould engage me to hear him? 
ah] what can he Have to ſay to me, after 
« having ſo long forgot me? He Rus to 
« well informed me that he is able to live 
* without me, to be happy without me! 
ah! that he had been always ſo! — yes, 
that he had been always fo, but far re- 
moved from me! þ 


« If yon know where he is, if you write 
* to him, beg him to renounce the project 
of appeaſing me, of ſeeing me. Me his 
friend? ah! my God! I cannot be fo. 


« I am forry Heaven has ſnatched from 
« him her whom he loved, whom he prefer- 


* red to me: but why ſhould his loſs be a 
L 5 « reaſon 
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« reaſon for reproaching me? is it for me 
* to conſele him? e RPIR * 


| « Adieu, my Lord! keep my ſecret ; do 
« juſtice-to my ſentiments ;, and if you wiſh 
« Iſhould believe the tender friendſhip you 
s profeſs for me ſincere, ſpeak to me no 
7 * en ane ' 1 


— — „ o — 


- . 


0 E 
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to Lady CAM D LET. tor 


La Er IE A. . 


| Wedneſday, Winchellen | 


- WAS. not able to write to you a 

day. I was fatigued, I was even ill; I 
kept my chamber. This light indiſpoſition. | 
gave great pleaſure to Sir Harry; he would, 
ſtay with me. I knew not what to ſay to 
him; I deſired him to ling; he has a clear, 


melodious, agreable voice. Indeed, my. 


dear Henrietta, it recalled to my memory,. 
thoſe ſoft ſeducing ſounds - and muſt I al- 
ways think of him ?—won't you chide me? 


I abuſe your camplaiſance; I ſay the ſame 
things incefſantly ; nothing , can diſſipate, | 
thoſe ideas; I ſurprize myſelf ſometimes in 
a humor for which I make myſelf. a thous, - 
ſand, reproaches. "Tis ſaid that ſolitude. 


inclines us to .miſanthropy ; L ſhould ima- 
q E 6 gine 
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gine the great world infinitely more proper 
to produce that effect, if the natural in- 
dulgence of a good heart did not temper 
the bitterneſs of thoſe reflexions which the 
underſtanding cannot help making. In ob- 
ſerving the inconſiſtencies, the abſurdities 
and infignificance of ſo many perfons 
amongit whom one muſt live; thoſe who 
think themſelves exempt 9055 ſuch follies 
ought to regard themſelves, in the midſt 
of theſe extrayagants, as a healthy perſon 
environed with crowds of the fick. It 
would be unjuſt to bear them ill-will for 
not enjoying as nouriſhing a ſtate of health 
as ourſelves. 


Laſt night every body aſſembled in my 
apartment: they rallied my Lord Clarendon 
on a paſſion which he has a long time pre- 
ſerved, though the object of his attach- 
ment little deferved ſuch conſtancy. This 


iron has rendered him very unhappy 
during 
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during the laſt five years. What think you 
of this ſubject of pleaſantry ? could you ſup- 
poſe any one would find amuſement in re- 
calling to another's remembrance the moſt 
painful moments of his life? ah! what a 
manner of thinking muſt they have, who 
can find pleaſure in tearing . open the 
wounds of a tender heart! My Lord Cla- 
rendon attended with complaifance to this 
cruel raillery : he ſhewed both ſenſe and 
good-nature by the manner in which he 
bore it; but he caſt down his eyes, he was 
embarraſſed—Tell me, my dear, why we 
bluſh to have been deceived? we are then 
aſhamed to have ſincerity, and to ſuppoſe ir 
in others. From whence comes it, that 
one feels humbled by being diſcoyered to 
have a credulity, of which, if one examined 
the firſt principles, one ought rather. to be 
proud? if it is by our own ſentiments we 
judge thoſe of others, diſtruſt is not natural 
to a virtuous foul: ah! can thoſe poſhbly 


ſuſpect 
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ſuſpe& deceit, who feel themſelyes Incapar 
ble of practiſing it] 


_ I partook the pains of this poor noble- 
man: perhaps my concern proceeded leſs 
from a generous compaſhon, than from a 
lively retroſpect to my own misfortunes : 
I will not however examine too narrowly 
into the cauſe. I have to ſeek for reaſons 
to weaken the idea I have of goodneſs. 
Thoſe moraliſts, who, ſetting up for ſcruti- 
nizers and judges of the ſoul, to vilify it; 
degrade its moſt exalted" operations, only 
furniſh me with conviction 7% themſelves, \ 


Now we are on this fabjedt, [ thank | 
you for the little book you have ſent 
me. | The author writes well; but does he 
think well? I would have people impelled 
to write by a more diſintereſted motive than 
that of diſplaying their wit. The Specta- 
- tor ought to be a model for thoſe who ſtudy 


to penetrate the ſecrets of the human 
| | heart, 
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heart. wh employ thoſe efforts to alli | 


us, which might as eaſily tender to us con- 
ſolation? would ĩt not be better to elevate 


the ſoul than to abaſe i it? It is from exam- 


ples of goodneſs, of greatneſs, of genero» - 


ſity, that men aſpire to be good, great, 
generous. Thoſe who would render Hes 
knowledge uſeful, ought to afliſt us 

profit of thoſe ſeeds of rectitude which 
nature has ſown in our hearts. To rob 
us of the merit of owing to our efforts 
part of our good qualities, to attribute 
every laudable action to _ vanity or felf- 
love, is to diſcourage us in the race of 
virtue. To talk to us only of our weak- 


neſſes, is like reminding an unhappy per- 


ſon every moment how much he is to be 


pitied: if we are unable to conſole him, all 


why thus inform him that he is miſerable? 


To an evil which is incurable, lenitives 
alone— 


But, 
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00 


s — 6021 is it as me & Nb. 


to criticiſe the palite | Sir James Willlats?! 


See the danger of reading z ; 1 hate alivoft 
' Wrote a book too. 


Adieu! I love you wich a my heart. 


Ay 7 , * 6 9 * „ 
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L ET T EN WN. 

Thurſday, Wincheſter, 

WIA a ridiculous, what an imper- 
tinent, what a vexatious adventure 

have I met with | happily difengaged from 
Sir Harry, who is twelve miles from hence, 
intended to take advantage of his abſence, 
to enjoy the pleaſure of walking alone. 
As I croſſed the walk I was in, to gain the 
park, I ſaw Sir James: he had followed me 
without lettmg me perceive it. 'This meets 
ing extremely diſpleaſed me; I knew it was 
then impoſſible to avoid hearing; him: de- 
termined to hſten to him, I had already me- 
ditated on my reply but, my dear Henri- 


etta, could you believe it? could you imagine 
the effect his diſcourſe has produced in my 
heart, my weak unguarded heart? Sir James 
began, by telling me, that the only mo- 
tive of his journey to Wincheſter, was 

|; "16 
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he heſitated — © to find” — to ſeize the 
* opportunity—which chance had given 
© him—in ſhort—to render me a homage” 
Che again heſitated ; but, emboldened by 
my profound. ſilence, he drew the moſt 
lively, the moſt animated picture of his ar- 
dor, of his ſufferings, of his reſpect, of his 
paſſion my God! of whatever he pleaſed ; 
my dear, I gave him no interruption 
alas! I was too diſtant from him —his con- 
fuſion, his embarraſſment, his expreſſions 
almoſt the ſame; the place, the hour, the 
ſeaſon, the very day, ſo preſent to my me- 
mory; all recalled the idea of Lord Offory, 
1 feemed again to hear that voice ſo ſweet, 
ſo adored ;. thoſe flattering promiſes, thoſe 
vows ſo cruelly betrayed: my head ſunk on 
my boſom, forgetting Sir James, his con- 
feſſion, his love; forgetting prudence and 
myſelf, I gave a looſe to my tears; I aban- 
doned myſelf to a ſorrow, the marks of 
which I was unable either to-reſtrain or to 


conteal. 1 * not what Sir James ſaid; 
L know 
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I po: not what he thought of an emotion 
ſo extraordinary: I am ignorant how long 
this ſingular ſcene laſted. We heard my 
Lady Sunderland; ſhe came towards us: 
Sir James ſtruck into the wood, and your 
fooliſh friend eroſſed into a cloſe walk, that 
ſhe might not be ſeen, and haſtened to write 
to you. —Surely I have loſt my reaſon 
what can Sir James think I muſt ſee him 
again in an inſtam—thar RIPE is e 
r * 014 .7% ; 
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1 E „ . E * XVII. 
Thuy miduight, 


IR James did not appear at dinner: he 

complained of the head- ach, and came 
down very late. He ſeemed melancholy, 
and JL was embarraſſed. I cannot expreſs 
to you how much 1 fear an explanation. I 
will avoid it if I can. Muſt my Lord Of- 
ſory then be always prefent to me? can 
nothing efface the remembrance of that 
ingrate? muſt he affli& me without ceaſing? 
— What an idea muſt Sir James entertain 
of a woman, who weeps becaufe an ami- 
able man loves her-renderly ! a man whoſe 
birth is equal to hers, whofe fortune is 
very conſiderable — 


Oh! my dear Henrietta, I have a heart 
incomprehenſible, feeble, and, I think, 
contemptible. Thoſe qualities, thoſe vir- 
tues, 
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tues, which were the baſis of our friendſhip, 
you alone poſſeſs; for me, I have ng more 
than the appearance of them. A cruel 
paſſion, a conſtancy ill placed, haye de- 
ſtroyed my natural diſpoſition, and changed 
my character. I ſtill retain the ſame prin- 
ciples, but I ſwerve from them: I act con- 
trary to the cleareſt lights. I cannot riſe 
above this vile half of myſelf, this feeble 
machine, to which the leaſt impulſe brings 
back the impreſſion of its firſt tender emo- 
tions. Chide me harſhly, I intreat you: 1 
ſtand in need of your utmoſt ſeverity, - 


But by what ill fate muſt Sir James and 
Sir Harry perſecute me? I can love no- 
thing; I would not be beloved. The one 
is ſilent, purſues me every where, and is 
angry: the other ſpeaks in a tone of voice, 
and with expreſſions that—have men but 
one language ?—why has his made me call 
o remembrance ?—am I ſo much to blame, 


my 
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1 1 | 
my dear 2 tell me you are fy kind to 
my faults, that my friendſhip for you 
forces me to reproach them doubly. If 
vou find me Tidiculous, Fer x, not love 
me Jets. . | 


; . 


© 
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L K rr 
Friday, Wincheſter. 


V are afraid your letters are long, 
that they tire me: you, my dear 
Henrietta, to think you can tire me? Be 
aſſured, that, abſent from you, my only 
amuſement is to read thoſe amiable letters. 
The ſentiment which makes them dear to 
me will never produce ſorrow in my ſoul; 
my tears will never efface thoſe beloved 
characters: Fſhall never remember with 
ſhame the pleaſure I feel in reading them 
alas! who could have foretold me that 
thoſe from whence I once received fo pure a 
Joy, I ſhould now not dare—when I re- 
ceived them, I was happy, fo happy, that 
all thoſe bleſſings which others eſteem 
ſeemed to me nothing to thoſe I hoped to 
poſſeſs— what a change did a day, an hour, 

| a moment, 


-120 Lady CATEsBY's LETTERS 
A by, 5 * * 


a moment, make in my fate !— that letter, 
that fatal inexplicable letter - the perfidious! 
to ſwear to me that he adored me, to im- 
plore my pity !—ah! my dear, I cannot for- 
get him no, I cannot! what I have wrote 
to my Lord Caſtle-Cary has given new life 

to that ſincere, that ardent tenderneſs, which 
nothing can ever deſtroy. I have ſtrug- 
gled againſt the ſhame of yielding to the 
extreme weakneſs of my heart. My pride 
has ſupported me in this painful effort. 1 
believed I might depend on my reaſon ; I 
{lartcred myſelf—vain hope! I. can never 
ceaſe to think of Lord Oſſory. His ab- 
tence makes me wretched: from whence 
comes this? do I then think he ought to 
be ſenſible of mine? can I ſuppoſe my 
.Cifdain has not diſengaged him? was it to 
be followed that I fed? have I the mean- 
nals to defire it? —alas! I know not; but J 
Ach imagine he would have ſeen Lord Ca- 
'c-Cary, that he would have endeayored 
10 ſee you—l am become fantaſtical, un- 
juſt: 
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1 


juſt: when he is mentioned to me, I am 
angry; when he is not, I am afflicted. In 
deſiring to ſee me, he irritates me: he de- 
ſiſts; his neglect diſpleaſes, it offends me. 


My God! is this your friend, is this a 
woman of ſenſe, whois ſo inconſiſtent With 

| herſelf? My good, my tender friend, love 
me for us both, for I ſincerely hate myſelf. 


, 3 of *% I 3 
„ bd 9 * 
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> LET TER XII. 
Saturday, Wincheſter, 
AM. 8 IR James has wrote to me. His letter 
is tender; © he loves me, he will not 
44 tell me ſo. He does not dare to aſk the 
« ſubje& of my tears; he ſhall never for- 
get that moment. He ſees that my heart 
« js pierced with a grief which he re- 
e ſpects.“ He concludes with aſſuring me 
of his eternal love.— Eternal! my dear, 
they all promiſe an eternal love. The firſt 
proof Sir James will give me of this eternal 
love, and of his ſubmiſſion, is to hide thoſe 
—, fentiments which he is ſure of preſerving 
for ever. I have anſwered him politely 
and accepted his ſilence only. I am ſorry 
to have inſpired him with tenderneſs. If I 
cannot make him happy, I wiſh at leaſt nat 
to have made him miſerable. He is ami- 
able; he would have been agreable to me, 

uf any one could beſo. | 

You 
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You are ſure my Lord Oſſory is not at 
Bath. They have not ſeen him at Hert- 
ford. Lady Oſmond does not name him 
amongſt thoſe who are with her. She 
preſſes me to return to Hertford! to ſee 


again thoſe ſcenes! ah! I will not go to 
Hertford. 


Here is Sir Narr quickly ee and 
returned the very ſame as when he left ng. 
I received him very well; not well enough 
however, for he has a very diſcontented 
air Your Ladyſhip is writing a pro- 
found ſigh, and the tireſome creature walks 
off—ah! no, he comes back, loaded with 
a baſket of hyacinths and narciſſuſes, with 


which he is going to ornament my cloſet. 


Whilſt he is buſy ranging them “ my 
« Ladyſhip is writing“ to the great regret 
of Sir Harry. I feel that nothing can be 


more impolite; but if I was to ſhew the 


leaſt gratitude for his little civilities, he 
F 2 * would 


enough to bear all his il humors in ſilence: 
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would overwhelm me with them. *Tis quite 


he has do many with me, that I often ex- 
amine myſelf to find if I have not done 


him ſome injury. That which makes his 


preſence tedious, and his tenderneſs painful 
to me, is my thinking that in his heart he 
calls me ungrateful. In effect, why treat 
him ill? what have to reproach him with? 
an embarraſſment! a deſire to be with 
me, Which leads him to follow my ſteps 


perhaps in fpite of himſelf! an extreme 
ſubmiſſion ! a paſſion to pleaſe me, which 
he ſcarce dares to let me ſee Af you ſaw 
with what application he is employed in 
his work—poor Sir Harry—they ſay one 
is unjuſt when one loves: one is much 
more ſo when one does not. What right 
have I to be impolite to Sir Harry? be- 
cauſe he wearies me, muſt I affli& him! 


ought 1 to abuſe the power which his 


weakneſs gives me over him? do we owe 


nothing 
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nothing to thofe we make ſuffer? I will go 
talk to him but what ſhall I ſay?—I will 
alk him for ſnuff, what o'clock it is, What 
kind of weather; let fall my handkerchief, 
to give him the pleaſure of taking it up. 
One muſt be obliging. 
Lord Caltle-Cary . my ende he 
finds I was in the right; but he cannot cen 
ceive what can have made ſuch a change in 
my Lord Offory's character: he ſhould not 
-have known him again by his _— con- 
dee ee eee n 
Adieul my dear and tender friend. 


F 3 -L E I. 
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LETTER xXx. 2 


| Sunday, v Wincheter, 


1 great God! what ace! < i 
furprize! Under a cover in an un- 
known hand, a letter from my Lord 
Offory — yes, from him — it is his hand 
— my God! it is from him! — from 
whence comes it? — who. brought it? ww 
how ! — wherefore ! he write to me 
again? — to me? — what would he with 
me? — My hand trembles — my pen 


drops from my * muſt take 


breath. 


They cannot tell me from whence this 
letter comes. A man on horſeback gave 


it to one of my ſervants, whom he en- 
quired for - can Lord Offory be in this 


nd — Behold me like a fool ; like one 


diſtrafted 


to Lady CAMPLEYS 17 
diſtracted — like — but to what can I be 
compared but to myſelf ? I cannot write 
my head is diſordered — oh! my dear, if 
you could ſee ede n "en 
tracts me. 7 1 „On 57. Ti 


1. 24-61 ad 


Alas! wing. is F * that bappy 
time, when the ſight of that Writing 
would have melted my heart Wich, Jofte; 
neſs? At preſent, it terriſies me —it gives 
me diſorder inexpreſſible ol my dear 
Henrietta | why am 1 not with you Why 
cannot I repoſe. in your boſom the pangs L. 
feel! they are ſo exquiſite, they are of: 
ſach a kind 1 cannot ee _ 3/1 bus 
Tank under chem. 

1421 

What dowor has this man over mel I 
once believed he had that of making ma 
happy: he has loſt that, he has. loſt it vo- 
luntarily — muſt he then ſtill retain dhe. 
cruel power of afſlicting me? I wiſh to 
16 myſelf, to forget myſelf, to loſe mys- 

| F 4: very 


129 Lady Carzsoy's LETTERS 


very being — this letter — I know not what 

to do. How unhappy am I! When time 

ſeemed to have weakened my tender 

| ſentiments, and diminiſhed my chagrin, this 

k iograte returns to town; his caprice excltes 

N him to ſee me; and when, to avoid him, I 

leave all who are moſt dear to me, he tor- 

ment me even here; he writes to me: he 
| los the cruelty to write to me. 


This cover! this artifice! — when! ſend 
back the the letter to London, how ſhall. 
T convince him I have not read it? —he is 
not himſelf ſincere enough to believe me 
on my word— ſo artful — but what can he 
write to me? — dare he attempt to juſtify 
himſelf? how can he? —ah! it is neither 
love nor friendſhip which prompts him 
to importune me; it is vanity. He cannot 
bear to ſee himſelf ſcorned ; he writes to 
triumph over my reſolutions; to prevail 

over my pride, over my reſentment — after 
two years of forgetfulneſs, dare he flat- 
N hs ter 
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ter himſelf that I yet think of him? — is 
this weakneſs or curioſity ? — whence 
comes this deſire of ſeeing me? — yet what 
have I to fear? —has he any reproaches 
to make me?—I will read his letter; I 
will anſwer it — OT Tar 


But ſee—Lady Southampton! alas! hy 
have not I a foul like hers? Adieu! 


2 


* 
- 2 - «a \ k "2" 
11 - ”" * * 
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n 
E complains of me, my dear Heti- 


rietta! he has the preſumption to 
complain, to teach me leſſons of gene- 


. rofity ! The huſband of Fanny Montford 


is aſtoniſhed at my inconſtancy ! he ex- 
pected from me other ſentiments — and all 
this with a haughtineſs — read, read, I 


entreat you, the copy of his inſolent let- _ 
ter — this unfaithful man has not the leaſt 
idea of the ſorrows he has inflicted on me 


but is it poſſible for a man to compre- 
hend the miſeries which he may cauſe ? 


$14 * To Lady Gaumen 


% To fly an unhappy man, to reje& his 


| 10 ſubmiſſions, to abandon him to his re- 


By 6 © morſe, 
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te morſe, to deſpiſe his repentance; to re- 
« fle& without pity on what he deſerves to 


« ſuffer; is the behaviour of a Woman 


&« devoid of all ſentiment ; who, thinking 
© herſelf injured, gives herſelf up to all the 
te fury of reſentment, and from whom .- 
indeed one has no right to expect more 
2 e. or eng u 0 


cr But to open her heart to th Seewen 
« emotions of pity, to compaſſionate the 
« fate of him who is the more to be la- 
© mented becauſe he has merited thoſe mi- 
« ſeries under which he groaus; to forget, 
to pardon, to remit to him as à friend part 
* of his offences as a lover; to grant ſome 
e indulgence to the penitence of a criminal; 
eto hear him at leaſt, is what I expected 
* from the noble, the innen ſoul _ 
I Lady Cateſpy. 07 0g 


„ Bur the is changed!" e is ut water 
chat faithful friend, that tender miſtreſa, 
| F 6 «whole 
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«-whoſe love nothing could weaken! her 
letters, the only conſolation of my exile, 
*-the'only balm of my afflicted ſoul ; thoſe 
letters, ſo dear, ſo often preſſed fondly to 
« my lips, ſo often barhed with my tears; 
* thoſe charming letters, all that now re- 
„ mains of my paſt happineſs, they ſtill tell 
© me you have loved me; but your eyes 
have contradicted their pleaſing aſſurances, 
and your departure has too well confirmed 


my misfortune, and convinced me of your 
20 ed. 


« „ Ah! Lady Cateſby ! Lady Cateſby! is 
it then you who treat me with this inhu- 
man eruelty? you, who have a thouſand 
« times promiſed me your eternal eſteem ? 
« how are you certain you are not unjuſt ? 
« You' have received wrongs, I confeſs ; 
« but you are ſtill ignorant of what kind 
they are; till now, I have not been at 
liberty to explain my conduct. Conde- 
6s, 0 only to hear me, Madam: in the 
Welz | name 
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te name of all that is dear to you, do not 
cc refuſe this conceſſion to a- man who 

« adores you, who has never ceaſed to love, 
«© to admire, to regret you. In ſpite of the 
„ ſtrongeſt appearances, believe me, he is 
* not unworthy the favor he now preſumes 
* to alk... 


« Pardon the manner I have taken to en- 
« page you to read my letter. One of my 
* ſeryants waits your reply at the farm.” 


© That inhuman cruelty: how do you 
* know you are not unjuſt?” could uu 
have imagined he would have dared to 

doubt whether I have acted juſtly in regard 
to him? “ Thoſe letters. bathed with his 


*« tears” — from whence are thoſe tears? 
from what cauſe ? — ah! let them ſtill flow! 
let him weep! He has betrayed that 
*« tender miſtreſs,” who preferred him to 
all mankind ; who lived for no other pur- 
poſe than to love him; whoſe ardent vo]mꝛ̃ 

| to 
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wo Heaven had only for their object the 
happineſs of this cruel ah! let him weep 
— how | ought. he to reproach himſelf |! — 
that © faithful friend” may abandon him 
without being inhuman” or © unjuſt“ 

Inſolent ſupplicator ! © he does not believe 
« himſelf unworthy the favor he. aſks? — 
examine well the ſtyle of his letter — ſhall I 
reply to it? I know not — what can I ſay 
to him? — But I feel myſelf diſordered — n 


cannot go on. 


My dear, my amiable friend, why did 
I leave you, and at a time when I had ſuch 
need of your counſels? My Lord Oſſory 
was the cauſe — alas! have I ever known 
an affliction of which he was not the ſource? 


'L'ET- 


te Lady, GAMBLE, ig 


890 * 
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 23V&18 et 1 Wincheſter 


IAM yer i in fuspenee what I ought to do: 

the oftener I read Lord Oſſoryꝰs letter, 
the more am I enraged againſt him. Be- 
cauſe T am capable of à juſt reſentment, 
my ſoul WIR longer the * ſame he once 
« knew it:“ a mean condeſcenfion would, 
in his opinion, become me better than 
what he is er to call a an © * inhuman 
10 bene * n 


n 
* 
* 


: - * . F -Y I a . * 7 * 
þ | FLRFY | 
* oy - 


Oh! 10 dear Henrietta, theſe men re- 
- gard us meerly as beings placed in the uni- 
verſe for their amuſement ; to trifle with 
in that ſpecies of infancy to which they 
are reduced by thoſe impetuous paſſions, 
which they reſerve to themſelves the infa- 
mous liberty of avowing with 6 


* 4 


136 Lady CATESU 's LETTERS 
and ſubmitting to without ſhame. They 
have left to that ſex they preſume to de- 
ſpiſe as weak and irreſolute, the difficult 
taſk of reſiſting the ſofter impulſes of the 
heart, of conquering nature herſelf. Slaves 
to their ſenſes alone, when they appear to 
be ſo to our charms; it is for themſel ves 
they purſue, for themſelyes they addreſs 
us: they conſider only the pleaſure we are 
capable of beſtowing : they wichhold their 
eſteem from the object of their pretended 
adorations ; and if they find in us ſtrength 
of mind, and dignity or ſentiments, we are 
« inhuman creatures: we paſs the limits 
their 'tyranny has preſcribed to us, and 
become © unjuſt” without knowing it. 


I am piqued — 1 will anſwer him — J 
will wait however till the bitterneſs which 
I cannot hide is a little moderated — I will 
not ſee him —T will never ſee him — I will 
endeavor not to write with ſeverity, that 
I may remit to Lord Offory, who ought to 
7364: be 
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be indifferent to me, part of the offences 
of a lover whom it is my duty to hate.— 
no, there is not an expreſſion in his letter 
which does not wound my very ſoul — 
know not of what kind are thoſe wrongs” 
— how can he ſay this? has he not betrayed 
me, quitted, abandoned me? has he not 
deſtroyed my deareſt hopes? has he not 
deprived me — alas! of himſelf, of the 
only object of my tender attachment? has 
he not done me all the injury that was in 
his power? and is it poſſible I can“ pardonꝰ 
him? Why had I not reſolution to tear his 
letter the moment I ſaw the hand ? why 
muſt he —this ungrateful man has made it 
his whole happineſs to trouble, to deſtroy 


mine. 


LE T- 
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SETTLE XAT 
Monday, paſt midnight. 


Wenn you believe it, my dear 
Henrietta, I cannot write to Lord 
Offory. I have twenty times begun a very 
ſhort letter without being able to finiſh it. 
Every thing which I would with not to ſay, 
offers itſelf readily to my mind; reproaches 
flow ſpontaneouſly from my pen: I ſtudy 
to ſeem indifferent, and my ſenſibility breaks 
our in ſpite of me: no expreſſion either of 
coldneſs or moderation pleaſes me: my 
Heart, carried away by a rapid emotion, 
pants to explain itſelf without diſguiſe. 

I muſt wait a little. 


Two o'clock. 


I ſhall never be able to write this an- 


ſwer: I write, I eraſe : : after all, why do 
. 1 tor- 
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I torment myſelf? is it neceſſary I ſhould 
write to him? perhaps it is, for he may 
interpret my ſilence as a conſent to ſes him 
if he ſhould come hither — ſo near as 
he may be — he has no eſtate in this 
country — is it chance, or the deſire to 
find me, Which brings him? Do not, my 
dear, ridicule my anxiety; do not ſay 1 
love him — alas! how is it poſſible I can 
ſtill ore him? Ir is not love which thus 
takes up all my thoughts — it is I know | 
not what it is; but I am moſt unhappy- 
I am retiring to bed; but without hope of 
finding reſt. Pity your tendereſt friend; 
pity her, without examining too deeply int 
the cauſe of her ſorrows: we have often 
agreed in pronouncing it cruelty” to re- 
fuſe compaſſion to thoſe” miſeries "which 


may to us appear light and trifling: it's 
not the ſpecies of ſuffering, but the ſen+ 
ſibility of rhe ſufferer, which ou ght to excite 
our pity: alas! 1 im then very worthy 
of yours.” 1d eiu vin 

L EY: 
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FL E N E R XXIV. 


rea, Wincheſter — 


Tin INCLOSE. a copy of my anſwer. I 
never knew before the difficulty of writ- 
ing when one wiſhes to uſe a language 
foreign to the heart: it is an opprefhy 
burden, from which 1 am at laſt relieved. 
Could you believe, chat, during the hour 
which has paſſed ſince my letter was diſ- 
patched, I have twenty times wiſhed it were 
poſſible to recall it? I am afraid that it is too 


diſobliging — that it may afflict him. I 
have read his again with attention: it ap- 


pears to me in a new light : thoſe very ex- 


preſſions that excited my anger, now move 


my tendereſt compaſſion: how affecting is 
that paſſage where he ſpeaks of my letters 


he preſſed them to his lips, they were 


cc 1 * confolation” — but what. were 
then- 
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then his ſorrows? © his exile!” If he had 
loved me!—ah! how could he have 
wedded another, if his heart - I can 
comprehend. nothing— he ſays he is un- 
happy I would not think he is indeed fo 
- alas! if he had ſuffered as I have done 
had taſted that bitter cup, had felt ſuch 
unutterable anguiſh !—how ſnould I pity 
him! how eafily would my pride yield to 
the ſweetneſs of conſoling him, of reſtoring 
joy to his ſoul! My tears begin to flow; 
they will not be reſtrained : I cannot ſup- 
port the idea of his grief, of thoſe never 
ceaſing ſorrows of which he  Tpeaks. 
Though reflexion ought to convince me 
they have never in reality ' exiſted, they 
preſent themſelves every moment to my 
imagination; and though reaſon rejects the 
pleaſing deluſion, my heart too De gives 
dt admittance. e 


* TO 
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Gs Lord Ossonr. | 


; 


461 der expeſted IU e oy 


Lord, nor the requeſt which accom- 
% panies them: the time in which an ex- 
e planation of your conduct was intereſting 


© to me has long been paſt: if it ſometimes 


finds a place in my thoughts, it is like the 


* remembrance of a painful dream, which 


the morning diſſipates, and of which one 


© only retains a melancholy, and confuſed 
« idea. It is of little conſequence to me, 


to know the motives which engaged you 
to reſtore me to reaſon and myſelf ; it is 
- ©: ſufficient for me that you did fo. Ido not 
think I depart at all from my character 
in refuſing to ſee you, in refuſing it in the 
e moſt determined manner. 


J can never 
regard you as a friend to whom I am 


s obliged to remit ſuch offences as are nei- 


« ther pardonable in a friend nor a loyer. 
* Ought he, who could abandon me ſo long 
[ to 


** 
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to the uncertain conjectures of my'own . 
te tortured mind, to the ſuſpicions Which 1 
« could not but entertain of his tenderneſs 
« and his probity, to be aſtoniſhed at my 

« jndifference? has he a right to reproach 
© me? why ſhould I ſeek to know the cir- 
« cumſtances of my wrongs, when I can- 
t not doubt of the facts? I know enough to 
«© make me perfectly careleſs as to thoſe 
« particulars I may yet be ignorant of: I 
expect, from the complaiſance I have 
« forced myſelf to ſnew in writing to you, a 
favor which I have a right to demand. 
« Give me back, my Lord, thoſe letters, the 
« ſtyle of which recalls to your memory 
«thoſe ſentiments which I bluſh ever to 
« have felt; and do not complain of a 
* heart which has been conn enen never 
« to complain of yours.” 5 


Don't you find, my dear Henrietta, a 
1 7 780 of falſhood in this manner of writ- 


ing? It is, indeed, what L ought to think; 
bur 
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but ĩt is not what I do think. That haughty 
- indifference is not in my heart; I am ſorry 
I. have ſent this letter — why ſhould 1 
diſſemble? would it not have been better to 
have ſpoke ſincerely, to have confeſſed the 
real ſituation of my ſoul in regard to him? 
To have faid, © 1 perhaps love you ſtill, 
„but I no longer eſteem you: I renounce 
you; the conſtancy of my ſentiments is 
. no proof that I believe you worthy of my 
* attachment: it is in my natural character; 
« the indelible features of which have 
, engraven on my ſoul a weakneſs, which 
« once was dear to me, and of which I {till 
« love the remembrance : it does not depend 
on you, but on the lively impreſſions 
« which my heart has received. Like one 
% who beholds his own image with compla- 
% cency, and takes delight in contemplating 
te the object, without thinking of the glaſs 
which preſents it to view; ſo I pleaſe my- 
« ſelf with recalling the idea of my. Jove, 
ee without 
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ce without thinking with the leaſt degree of 
e pleaſure of my unworthy lover.“ 1 
This had been more noble, more open 

and generous; I wiſh I had done it. I hate 
diſſimulation, I hate even the appearance 
"rt it. But the letter is gone — I hae long 


loſt the habit of being pleaſed with my- 
ſelf; regret ſeems attached to every ſtep 
I rake. Of all thoſe good qualities I once 
fancied myſelf miſtreſs of, there only re- 
mains the knowledge of my faults : and of 
all other bleſſings I once promiſed myſelf, 
your friendſhip is the only true aud real 
one I poſſeſs. 38 


OR -LE T- 
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4 73 bib 49 e 
| Wedneſd ay Wincheſter, 


Cantus my dear, my head is a 
little diſordered. I am unquiet, agi- 
tated: I count the hours, the moments; 
time ſeems to me uncommonly long. I 
expect, without knowing what I expect. 
The leaſt noiſe ſets me a trembling; if 
my door opens, my heart beats. Every 
time my ſervants paſs in or out of my 
apartment, I look at them with eyes 
which ſeem to require ſomething of them: 
I hear a tedious repetition of, What 
« would my Lady have?“ — Ah! good God! 
your Lady knows not what ſhe would have, 
— Can you divine, my deareſt Henrietta, 
the cauſe of all this emotion? oh! how 
low, how mean, how ſhameful it is!—it is 
the expectation of an anſwer—no, I cannot 
fuller ee to betray ſuch weakneſs. 

'L | I wiſh 


3 3 
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I wiſh to leave this place, to fly from ſo 
dangerous a neighbourhood: yet, if my 
Lord: Offory. is determined to ſee me, to 
ſpeak to me, where can I be ſecure againſt 


this obſtinate reſolution? He will find 


a way to ſatisfy it; he may obtain from 
chance, perhaps from my weakneſs, the 
converſation he ſo preſſingly demands: are 


men ever weary of any purſuit in which 


their caprice engages them? They are ne- 
ver humbled by our repulſes; this is one of 
the advantages they reſerve to themſelves. 
Has. a woman the misfortune to love, to 
love too tenderly? does ſhe grow weary of 
her lover? what reproaches, what perſe- 
cutions, is ſhe not obliged to ſuffer? the 
may baniſh him; but he returns, he ſeeks 
her every where, he purſues her; he com- 
plains, threatens, beſeeches, fighs, aban- 
dons himſelf to his paſſion ; being heard, 
is a conſolation he will not refuſe himſelf, 
He is very little anxious whether this con» 

| G 2 duct 
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duct gives uneaſineſs or diſguſt: his ſoul 
Is not delicate enough to be wounded by the 
idea of becoming importunate. Attentive 
to himſelf only, nothing can make him re- 
nounce a good of which he flatters himſelf 
with the poſſeſſion ; and often, by the force 
of obſtinacy, he obtains, if not the heart, 
_ atleaſt the perſon, the ſtrongeſt object of 
His attachment. He, when he finds his 
chains heavy, breaks it, and abandons us 
without pity: he ſees not our tears, he hears 
not our complaints. Our native ſoftneſs, 
a decent pride, force us to hide our ſorrows. 
Ahl how is it poſſible we can be ſoweak 
to give up our hearts! love is to us the 
ſource of ſo much wretchedneſs.—A re- 
flexion ftrikes me, my dear; it is that J 
muſt certainly weary you: I tell you my 
thoughts as they riſe, and Heaven knows 
they contain nothing amuſing—oh ! how 
diſpleaſed am I with myſelf, how little 
pleaſed with others There is Sir Harry, 
«Who has the vapoury” and ſwoons away like 
4 a woman. 


* 
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a woman. He was with me this morning; 
his vertigos ſeized him; I knew not what 
to do to bring him to himſelf, I could find 
nothing but a bottle of perfumed water; 
I threw it all on his face: his ſiſter. cried 
out, I ſhould poiſon him—I hope he will 
come here no more; at leaſt, that he will 
find ſome other place to faint in. Adieu! 


y 
i || ; | 
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L E TT E R XXVI. 


Thurſday, Wincheſter 


Nane yet from my Lord Offory! 

4+ not anſwer me! it becomes him well 
to behave with haughtineſs—he is diſ- 
pleaſed perhaps — was my letter ſo cruel? 
—the vain creature cannot ſupport the ſtyle 
of indifference from a woman who once. 
exprefled ſuch tenderneſs for him ; that of 
hatred would have offended him leſs—ah! if 
I was to write to him at preſent—but no 
more, let us not think of him. 


— 


I have received two letters from my 
Lord Caſtle-Cary; he complains of you. I 
will tell him he is in the wrong ; but to 
you I muſt fay he has reaſon for his 
complaints. You laugh at his jealouſy : 


1A 6 you 
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you are to blame: if you had ever felt its 
horrors, you would not allow yourſelf to 
imbitter his torments by theſe pleaſantries. 
With a tender and generous nature, is it 
- poſſible you can ridieule an involuntary 
emotion which affects the ſoul with ſuch 
exquiſite ſorrow? It is a folly, you ſay, and 
an extravagance: it may be ſo, but ĩt is a 
folly which wounds one to deſperation. It 
is in the anguiſh of a man who adores her 

that Lady Henrietta finds amuſement. He 
© ought to be ſure of your tenderneſs, to 
know you, to believe you.“ Does love 
then liſten to reaſon? By reflecting on my 
own ſentiments, T have perhaps acquired 
ſome little knowledge of the uni heart, 
She, my dear, 
etude, at the ſorrow of a eie is at- 


tached to her, either no longer loves him, | 


or deceived herſelf when ſhe 1 the 
ever n him, Tbs. en un v1 apt | 


0 Abs "JOT 
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The anguiſh of a lover cannot be indif- 
ferent to a miſtreſs who returns his paſſion; 
ſhe is afflicted becauſe he is ſad; ſhe weeps 
becauſe; his tears flow: ſhe ſeeks to calm, 
to diſſipate, the chagrins which ſhe par- 
takes—ah! how can one give thoſe pains, 
and render them yet more bitter by raille- 

. Ties, by a gaiety, that — fie, Henrietta! 
fie! you have retarded my Lord Caſtle- 
Cary's happineſs: ſoften at leaſt this tedi- 
ous time of expectation, by a complaiſance 
which you owe to the ſincerity and warmth 
of his affection. I love him; you know it; 
and your faults: may fall a little upon me. 
He writes me letters of four pages, all 
filled with your cruelties: you are angry 
with him, and he is wretched. Pardon 
him for your friend's fake. He does not 
wiſh ro hide you from the world; he de- 
fires to have you admired: appear, ſhew 
yourſelf, go every where; he conſents to 
it: be lovely in the eyes of all mankind; 
* but 
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but do not value yourſelf: on n being ſo in 


any eyes but his. | 


Adieu! he Jcfires me to his: you: 
Ido chide you; . 1 


the leſs. 


G5 LE T- 
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* 


LETTER . 


1 


7 man Winchefter 
M*. Lord Ae s letter has — 


you: you think my anſwer * too 

* haughty; you do not approve this exceſs 
« of ſeverity” go on, my dear; add to my 
uneaſineſs. . I admire with what eaſe we 
adapt every thing to our own preſent ſen- 
timents: you had juſt forgiven my Lord 
Caſtle-Cary when you ſat down to write. 
Softened by the pleaſures of a tender re- 
conciliation, you think 1 ought to pardon 
alſo ; that it is cruelty not to pardon. You 
entreat me, you conjure me, to hear my 
Lord Offory. - If T was inclined to give you 
that proof of complaifance, is it in my 
power!—how ean I liſten to him? he no 
longer deſires to be heard. Vou pity him} 
can you then believe, that after his deſer- 
tion 


— 


* 
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tion of me, after his marriage, and two 
years of forgetfulneſs, my indifference has 
power to afflict him —he wiſhed only to 
try me: his vanity perſuaded, him I ſtill 
loved him; that his leaſt conceſſions would 
deſtroy my reſolutions. Without donbr, 
his offering to juſtify himſelf was ſuſſi⸗ 
cient to efface the remembrance of his per- 
fidy, of a treachery of the blackeſt Kind; 
I ought to have flown to receive the heart 
he deigned to reſtore to me: ſo valuable a 
bleſſing merited my eager acceptance, my 


gratitude perhaps — inerten inſo- 


lence of men! intolerable pride !—— 

ought, however, to thank my Lord „ 3 
his laſt caprice has been of more ſervice 
to me than time or reaſon ; it has deſtroyed 
the remains of that inclination, over which 
I feared I could never have triumphed :. I 


could not till now think of this ingrate 


without tenderneſs; at preſent I could be- 


hold him without the leaſt emotion; I am 


tranquil: I no longer fear, his Ggbr, his. 
G 6 impor- 


156 Lady Car Es Ws LETTERS 


importunities: is not this the very point I 
have ſo ardently wiſhed to arrive at? 
With what cruelty has he ſought to diſturb 
the peace of mind, to re-kindle that love 
which he was never worthy to inſpire me 
with! from whence comes it then that I 
ever loved him with ſuch fondneſs? I have 
been looking at his picture this morning; 
1 held it above an hour in my hand; I 
contemplated it without being affected: I 
am even aſtoniſhed at my former atrach- 
ment. Why has that image alone had 
power over my heart? what is there in him 
ſo ſeducing? what deluſion lent ſuch charms 
to that countenance? where ate thoſe graces 
Which I admired in thoſe features?—Oh, 
my dear Henrietta! our prepoſſeſſion makes 
all the merit of the object we prefer to 
others: it adorns the idol of our hearts; 
it gives him eyery day ſome new orna- 
ment, By degrees, the ſplendor in 
which we have cloathed him dazzles 


ourſelves, impoſes on us, ſeduces us; and 
. we 
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we fooliſhly adore the creature of our 
own imagination. This portrait, once 
ſo dear, is that of a deceiver: alas! I 
long regarded it as the repreſentation of 
a being almoſt celeſtial! —I cannot ſee 
him!—1 hate him—T hate 1 I 


love you always. 


LE T- 
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E E T T ER XXVII. 
Saturday, Wincheſter. 


OU die with deſire that Sir Harry 
ſhould declare himſelf. Behold him 
declared, propoſed, and rejected! My Lady 
Wilton painted to. me in the ſtrongeſt co- 
lors her brother's love, his reſpe&, the 
ſilence he had impofed on himſelf for fear 
of diſpleaſing me; and, paſſing from his 
praiſes to mine, ſhe expreſſed the moſt 
obliging deſire of acquiring in me a ſiſter 
as well as a friend. You will judge of my 
embarraſſment, my dear, and of the polite 
evaſions it forced me to make uſe of. I 
urged my difguſt almoſt invincible to mar- 
riage, from the little happineſs I had found 
in that ſtate; my inſenſibility to love; 
the habit of a liberty which I could not 
loſe without regret. Indeed, 1 do not 

i make 
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malce that uſe of my freedom which at- 
taches moſt widows of my age to the ſtate; 
but it gives me the ſame ſpecies of plea- 
ſure which a miſer feels in calculating his 
riches: he enjoys the bleſſings which he 
knows he can procure, and poſſeſſes in ĩma - 
gination all thoſe which the extent of his 
fortune makes attainable. One man only, 
ſaid I to her, © could have determined me | 
to facrifice this precious liberty; no 

« other will ever have the ſame aſcendent 

« oyer my ſoul.” Lady Wilton is ſatisfied 
with the reaſons I have alledged; but for 
Sir Harry, to whom ſhe: has communicated 
my ſentiments, he is very far from approy- 
ing them. There is no living with him any 
longer; he does not ſpeak to me, does not 
look at me; contradicts every body ſcolds 
other peoples ſervants,” drives away his 
own, breaks every thing he tonches, throws 
down all he finds in his way: goes like an 
ideot acroſs the parterres; and, coming 
hack i in a reverie, * his head againſt 

24501 thy) 
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the gate which is ſhut, aſtoniſhed to find 
himſelf ſtopped — but how unjuſt is this 
ſex! is their humor a law? at what is 
Sit Harry angry? has he a right to expect 
his will ſhould determine mine? I have 
loved one creature of his ſpecies —ah ! that 
is fufficient ! But I have a letter from you. 
— alas! of what do you inform me! that 
Lady Egberth has quitted the court, has 
reſigned her place — how I pity her! how 
her misfortune touches me! ſhe is given 
up to retirement, to devotion; and it is my 
Lord Weſtbury's death which has cauſed 
this great change: a very extraordinary 
one, without doubt. Nobody had more rea- 
ſon to be attached to the world than this 
Lady —ah! my dear! to loſe a man ſhe 
loved ſo ſincerely; that ſhe had ſo long 
loved; to have ſurmounted fo many ob- 
ſtacles; to be on the point of eſpouſing 
him, and to fee him ſnatched from her in a 
day, in a moment, by an accident — I can- 
not reſtrain my tears at this melancholy 
(4H event. 


to Lady CaurTL ET. 16 


event. But what madneſs is it in men of 
rank to run the hazard in theſe races of 
loſing without honor a life dear to their 
country, and which they ought only to ex- 
poſe for it! arethey not reſponſible to their 
frinds, their relations, who love them? was 
he not ſo to a miſtreſs, who is plunged by 
the loſs of him into ſorrow and deſpair ? 
Poor Lady Egberth! her fituation, and the 
reflexions it has engaged you tO Make, have 
melted my heart, Adicu! | 


LE I. 
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rn WE 1 


Sunday, Wincheſter, 


A H! how ſhall I tell you ! how expreſs 
to you !— have I ſtrength to write? 
— alas! how conld I complain of him ? — 
Henrietta! my dear Henrietta! he is ill, 
dangeronfly il!!— Lord Offory is dying! 
my God! he is dying— fee the billet 
which I haye juſt received. 


« To Lady CATESBY- 


J have now but a few moments to live; 
* the countenances of thoſe about me, and 

A the reſiſtance they make to my will, aſſure 
me of it. It is with difficulty I obtain 
* permiſſion to write — alas l why have I fo 
* much deſired it! what have I to ſay to 
N N f * will hear with pleaſure that the 
« object 
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e Object of your contempt, of your averſion, 
« has finiſhed his wretched days — ah 
« Lady Cateſby! what cruelty! — but is 
« this a time to complain of it? Pardon at 
* leaſt the memory of an unhappy lover; 
e have never deceived you; I have loved 
« you always. Thoſe letters, wlich you 
have demanded of me with an inflexibj- 
« lity of which I thought your heart in- 
s capable, ſhall be faithfully reſtored to 

« you after my death. Do not, Madam, 
. r of 0G whilſt a yet breathe” | 


. Alter his deck <1 that ber with 
* pleaſure” — can he believe this, can he 
imagine it?—ah! inhuman! there re- 
mained only this blow — ill! dying per- 
haps — alas! where is he? with whom? in 
what hands? — has he advice ? is there 
any near him ? oh! oy angulth is ew” 
Cn. peach 


The 
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The perſon who brought this faral billet 
returned without ſtopping, without waiting 
a moment, without fpeaking a ſingle: word. 
How ſhall I find it out? — Abandotied to 
my fears, to the moſt lively inquietude — 
ah ! pity me! my heart is torn in pieces. A 
feeble hope dawns upon my mind: I have 
ſent to the houſe where one of Lord 
Offory's ſervants paſſed: two or three days. 
They aſſure me, that ſervant came from Sir 
Charles Halifax's, who has lately bought 
an eſtate four miles from hence. I have 
diſpatched away John with all poſlible 
baſte, to inform himſelf if my Lord Oſſory 
is there, with orders to ſtay whereyer he 
finds him, and ſend me meſſengers continu- 
ally, to let me know the ſtate in which he 
is. In this fad ſuſpence, my eyes and 
hands are raiſed to Heaven: Lady Egberth 
is ever preſent to my idea: I fear — All- 
powerful God! may my ardent prayer 
reach thy awful throne ! may it ſuſpend thy 

| decree: 
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_ decree! vouchſafe at leaſt to change the 
object l if the end of one of us muſt be the 
terrible warning yoice to bring back to 
thee the erring heart of the other, ah! let 
[ it be me! Jet my death rekindle in his ſoul 
that loye which is due to thee alone ! = 


Ohl my dear Henrietta! if he dies, you 
have: no longer a friend. ts 


LE T- 
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LETTER XXX. 
=: 85-4 \ 18% | Tuesday, Wincheſter, 


11155 is a little enn but his fever i is | 
conſtant and violent: happily, the 
moſt dangerous ſymptoms have left him 
theſe two days. He has yet moments of 
delirium, in which he is very reſtleſs. Alas! 
he is not out of danger! I did not write 
to you yeſterday; I can now ſcarce hold my 
pen; lam not myſelf; I have not taſted 
food. Shut up in my chamber, I admit 
nobody; it is impoſſible for me either to 
liſten to, or to anſwer any one. They di- 
rected me very well: my Lord Offory is at 
Sir Charles Halifax's, in the midſt of as 
good aſhitance as London itſelf could have 
procured him. By a happy chance, Dr. 
Harriſon is in the country; he is with him. 
John has wrote me word, that when he ar- 
rived, be found the whole family in tears. 

Alas! 


te Lady CAPE TI. 16 


Alas! I believe him. Who can know my 
Lord Oſſory, and not feel for him? how is - 
it poſſible to avoid loving him? ſo noble 
in his manners ſo gentle, ſo benevolent ; ' 
the good qualities of his ſoul are painted 
on his countenance ; he conquers all hearts: 
I never heard him mentioned without an 
encomium following his name. What man 
ever more amiably joined true dignity with 
good-nature, with that familiarity which is 
not afraid to condeſcend, and which im- 
preſſes more deeply that reſpect it ſeems to 
reſign all claim to? who but muſt lament, 
that a being ſo worthy to exiſt} is going, 
perhaps, to periſh?—I expect with fear, 
with impatience—but ſomebody enquires 
for my woman—ah! what happineſs |— 
« A tranquil night, five hours ſleep, no 
« delirium, the fever conſiderably abated: 
« Dr. Harriſon will anſwer for his life, and 
« even for his quick recovery.“ Oh! my 
tender, my ſincere friend! give-me joy 
I bleſs God, whoſe n has reſtored 
him 
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him to me. Tears of pleaſure fill my eyes! 
ah! may he live! may he be happy! may 
every bleſſing he deſires be his portion! 
Amiable and dear Offory, thou accuſeſt me 
of cruelty! that thou couldſt read my heart, 
and hear the vows it offers up for thee! 

how cruel are the forms which keep me 
| here! why is it not allowed me to fly to 
thee! to partake, to ſoften all thy pains! 
to bathe thy face with thoſe tears which 
are drawn from me by that eternal fond- 
neſs which attaches me to thee! ah! re- 
kindle all thy hopes! ſhe whom thou loveſt 
is not © cruel,” ſhe is not “ inhuman;” 
ſhe will pardon _— ſee thee, ; Tove 
thee!— 


Ah! my God! whither does this lively 
emotion carry me! — Oh! my good, my 
indulgent friend ! pardon my fooliſh wan- 
dering—l am not myſelf—my foul is hur- 
ried * feel myſelf burning — 

diſordered 


to Lady CAurT E. 


diſordered—I cannot hold up my head; 


my eyes are heavy —alas !! what is it that 


Adieu! he will live, my dear! my prayers 
are granted. ; 
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ET TEX M0. 


Saturday, Wincheſter, 


1 HAVE E paſſed three days without writ- 
ing to you, my dear; and J am afraid my 
ſilence has made you uneaſy. I have had 
a ſore throat, a fever, and my pulſe very 
irregular: they bled me in ſpite of my- 
ſelf. Sir Harry would not loſe this oppor- 
tunity of ſhewing his officious zeal : he 
bas taken poſſeſſion of my apartment; he 
does all the honors of it: this man is really 
good; he is unhappy: he ſometimes 
makes me pity him; but oftener wearies 
me with his aſhduity; I have a heart too 
full of ſenſibility not to compaſſionate his 
love, though too much prepoſſeſſed to 


return it. 


John is come back: Lord Oſſory is up- 


on the recovery, and they hope his health 
3 will 


. »to Lady CaurIE TJ. 17 


Vill ſoon be quite re· eſtabliſned: I feel at 
preſent another kind of inquietude, from 
the indiſcretion of my meſſenger — but 
here is Abraham, my Lord's valet de 
chambre — my God! what can he want 
with me? how my heart fluters! — ſo 
alarmed at one of his ſervants! what 
ſhould I then be if my Lord himfelf — what 
contradictions reign in my , weak heart! 
A few days ſince 1 wiſhed ardently to ſee 
him, and now the name only of his ſer- 
rant diſorders me — he brings me a letter 
— poor Abraham! he is ſo overjoyed to 
ſee me again, he cannot ſpeak, to me 
but let me read his letter — it is with 
difficulty he has wrote it — he has been 
very ill — ſee, my dear, what he ſays. 


« To Lady Carty. 4 
_ © Have you then deigned, Madam, to in- 


* tereſt yourſelf in my life? This good- 
H 2 « nets 
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« neſs touches me to the ſoul. But do I 
© owe it to your compaſſion alone, or to the 
«feeble remains of that tender friendſhip 
« alas! I ſcarce dare flatter myſelf you 
e preſerve the flighteſt remembrance of 
e it, — How fweet would it be to me to 
te think it not entirely extinguiſhed; to think 
ce it ſtill poſſible the ardor of my heart might 
e re-kindle it in yours! But you will not hear 
© me. Receive, Madam, my reſpectful 
« acknowledgements: without examining 
te jnro the nature of that ſentiment which 
ce has inſpired you with ſo generous a con- 
« cern for my danger, I ought to think my- 
« {elf bleſt in having excited it.” 

You ſee he is no ſtranger to the anxiety 
I have been in for his life; it is to John, 
my impertinent ſervant, I am obliged for 
theſe perplexing acknowledgements. 


But I am forced to bid you adieu; they 
wait for my letter: I would not leave 
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you a day longer in uncertainty of what 
had cauſed my ſilence. I muſt write 
an anſwer for Abraham to take. Ah! 
my dear, of what importance is that 
anſwer ! 


H 3 LET. 
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> LS T7 'T ER. i. 
Sunday, Wincheſter. 


= my dear Henrietta, into what an 
embarraſſment I am thrown by my 

vivacity, by the precipitation with which I 1 
ſent away John, without giving him orders 
to conceal himſelf, without commanding 
him not to. mention my name! The im- 
prudent creature thought he could not exe- 
cute his commiſhon better than by going 
directly to Sir Charles Halifax's, enquiring 
for Abraham, telling him he came from 
me, and deſiring permiſſion to place him- 
ſelf in Lord Offory's antichamber. My 
Lord, charmed to hear one of my ſervants 
was ſo near him, and that he came by my 
orders, inſiſted on ſeeing him: Mr. John, 
as he told me himſelf, received this com- 


mand to enter, "_ great pleafure : he an- 
| ſwered 


-. 
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fwered all my Lord's queſtions with great 
exactneſs: aſſured him, his J ady Was 
« more dead than alive when ſhe ſent him; ; 
that ſhe had a great deal of friendſhip 
« for his Lordſhip; and was ſcarce ſatisfied - 
« with three expreſſes a day, which he had 
« the honor to ſend her. | 


1 you had ſeen with what catisfatiion 
chis ideot gave me an account of his com- 
miſſion, how he applauded himſelf on the 
wonders he had done! after all, I ought 
only to complain of my own want of fore- 
fight. J fent back Abraham yeſterday with- 
out any anſwer ; I excuſed my ſelf on ac- 
count of the preſent weakneſs of my head, 
Alas! it is not that I moſt fear: the weak: 
neſs of my heart is what reſtrains me — 
Abraham again — another letter — 1 need 
not take the pains to copy this: it is almoſt 
exactly the ſame with the laſt; except the 
addition of much inquietude on account 
of my indiſpoſition, which no longer exiſts, 

H 4 « $68. 
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See me, Madam, bear me” — always the 


ſame. I muſt anſwer it; but what difficul- 
ty do I find in writing to him! his zealous 
meſſenger tells Betty, he muſt not return 
without a letter. In proportion as my 


fears for his life vaniſh, my anger reſumes, 


irs empire over my ſoul. I am ſorry Lord 
Offory can no longer doubt that friendſhip 
of which he artfully pretends to be ſo un- 
certain; by this pretence, he humors my 
vanity : his addreſs does not eſcape me. 
Oh! theſe men! theſe men! obſerve how 


they make their advantage of every thing | 
when all means of ſubduing our reſolves 


ſeem to fail, an unforeſeen incident, chance, 
ca fit of ickneſs,” brings them to the point 
they had in view. We refuſe 10 ſee, to 

liſten to them; we fancy all at an end, but 
their reſources are never exhauſted. When 


the diſcarded lover knows not how to pro- 


ceed otherwiſe, he has a fever, my dear ; 
he has but a moment to live ; he fills our 
imagination with terror; he repreſents 


himſelf 


is Lady CAMPLEY-. b77 


himſelf in a light which cannot fail of 
ſoftening us; he places before our eyes the 
alarming idea of his death, of che diſſolu- 
tion of that inchanting form which firſt ſe- 
duced our unguarded hearts; and the moſt 
malignant feyer is not what kills him, no, 
« *tis our cruelty.” Lord Offory has for- 
got to ſay that, — But Abraham waits —I 
never thought I had ſo little underſtanding ;, 
I am quite at a loſs what to ſay — oh ! that 
abominable John! why did he not conceal 
himſelf !. but'why do I talk thus idly — is. 
not he who writes to me the ſame Lord 
Offory who has cauſed me ſuch exquiſite 
afflictions, who abandoned me at Hertford, 
who married Fanny Montford? are theſe 
injuries leſſened? no; but © he has been 
« ſick.” I will wie to him — I have 
wrote — I ſhall not ſend you a copy of my 
anſwer; it is very ſhort, very ſtudied, and: 
very bad. — Adieu my dear Henrietta l 
wy tenderneſs for you. is always the ſame. 


H 5 EE T- 


178 Lady CAr ESE r's LETTERS 


LETTER XXXIII. 


Monday, Wincheſter. 


1 COME from taking a walk on the 
banks of a rivulet, which bathes the 
walls of a pavillon where I. go often to ſee 
them fiſh. As it was very early, I amuſed 
myſelf with obſerving acroſs the river ſome 
young country girls, who were going with 
baſkets of flowers and fruits to the neigh- 
douring town. They ſung, they laughed, 
mn their boat; they preſented the very image 
of joy; their habits were neat, their baſ- 
kets prettily arranged. They wore large 
ſtraw hats, under which one is apt to faney 
every face handſome; they were really very 
agreable. As the boat went off, one bet- 
ter made than the reſt artived ; ſhe ap- 
peared very melancholy; and, whhout ſhew- 
ing any regret. becauſe they had not ſtayed 


for her, ſhe ſet down-her baſket upon a 
_P 
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a of gravel, and began to walk back- 
wards and for wards by the river fide. 1 
bid Betty call her; the came to us; I pur- 
chaſed all her noſegays, and aſked her, why 
as did not ſing like the others? 


My queſtion moved her; ſhe n 
to reſtrain her tears, and told me, with a 
ond charming ſincerity, that © ſhe was 
ready to break her heart; that Moſes, wir 
«* of my Lord Wilton's tenants, had made 
* her die with grief, the and another: and 
that the remembrance of chat other made 
Ft; mbar n tears. * 11 * 
V1 
5 The Boer chu inereſted u me; I bl 
know all: and here you have the hiſtory of 
my little gardener. It is, that Moſes—pray 
attend, my dear — Moſes is a wicked 
miſer; he had agreed, that Tommy hig 
grandſon fhould marry Sally, who loves 
Tommy * as' ſhe loves her eyes.“ The 
wedding- day Was #ixed, the 'cloaths wers 
Nodes H 6 bought, 


I 
, Cz 
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bought, the relations invited, the fiddles 
beſpoke ; and behold, a letter which came 
from Oxford has induced Moſes to change 
his mind. Tommy's ſiſter is dead, and has 
left him ſome money, and the © vile” Moſes 
will not now accept Sally for his grand- 
daughter ; ; at leaſt, not unleſs her fortune 
3s increaſed in proportion to Tommy” s in- 
heritance. Sally's mother, who is very 
-proud, has broke off the match: and, as 
me is pretty high-ſpirited, ſhe will twiſt 
Sally's. neck off, if ſhe loves the grandſon 
of that Jew Mofes; and poor Sally muſt 
have her “neck twiſted, off, for ſhe will 
always love him; and honeſt Tommy 
«will break his heart too, n chan 
renounce Sally, | 


Between the 8 and the i 
i theſe fimple and tender lovers, an 
hundred and fifty guineas was an inſur- 
mountable barrier: Ihave removed it, my 


| dear: : the Jew Moſes, the proud gardener, 
| honeſt 


* 
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honeſt Tommy, and pretty Sally, are all 
agreed again. This moment is one of thoſe 
in which I have felt the advantage of being 
rich: the day after to · morrow, I am to 
marry my amiable villager, and I intend: to 
marry her with ſplendor. I give a grand 
ſupper, an illumination, fire - works, and 
muſic on the water; which will de fol- 
lowed by a, maſquerade, at which every 
body will be welcome. My Lord Wilton 
has lent me the pavillion on the river; it 
is. large, finely arnamented, and very proper 
for my deſign. The ladies are all enchanted ; 
with this feaſt: Sir Harry, in ſpite of his 
ill humor, is my ſteward ; he receives my 
orders with as much gravity as if he was 
taking out a patent te be prime miniſter. 
Lady Wilton and Sir James are to do the 
honors of the maſquerade ; Lady Sunder- 
land of the ſupper. As to me, I ſhall be 
employed in obſerving whether they acquit 
themſelves well of the commiſſions. have 
a N them with. 


Lam 
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1 am gay, my Org 1 L 1 begn to ee 
my taſte for amuſements; I will! not exa- 
mine the cauſe of this alteration ; I ſhould 
find it perhaps. — do not fancy, however, 
that Sally's marriage'is a pretence for cele- 
bratiag the recovery of poor Lord 
* Offory”—is it not thus you call him? 
John, however, does nor e 32 rer 
is ſafe. DTD. AQ - SORROW 4 1 PV 120% 
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— my dear | Henrietta! F wiſh! 1 
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E ET TT w 
Tweſtay, Wincheſter. | 


Ao leverl—a very Pang and 
a very dangerous correſpondence. I 
have every moment occaſion to remind my- 
ſelf that Lord Oſſory has betrayed me. In 
ſpite of this remembrance, how ſhall I reſiſt 
the tender emotions of my heart? they per- 
fuade me to liſten to him. But what can 
he ſay? his reiterated offers to juſtify him- 
ſelf aſtoniſh and offend'me. Ab! how is it 
poſſible! he married; he has even a 
daughter by this marriage—they ſay ſhe is 
called Juliet—inſolent! to give my name to 
the daughter of his wife! Lady Arthur, 
aunt to the late Lady Oſſory, has been 
here eight days; ſhe talks continually of 
the graces and beauty of this little Juliet: 
I never met with ſo impertinent a creature: 


but 1 will give you my Lord's letter. 
WW. 4s . 1 : cc To 
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To Lady CAT ESR x. 


Alas! Madam! on what do you congra- 
„ tulare me? of what value to me is the 
« life which you refuſe to make happy ? 
from you theſe cold civilities! ah! yeu 
could not aftlict me more ſenſibly than by 
this inſulting politeneſs; it is always at- 
e tended. by indifference. It is your pity, 
your tender Pity, which. is. neceſſary to 

« my peace; it is the condeſcenſion of one 
day, one hour, that I entreat of you. 
« Will you not hear me? am I condemned 
% without hope of pardon? will you refuſe 
me a favor which is granted to the vileſt 
4 criminals?. we have at leaſt been friend: 
“f do you then no longer remember you 
have given me a ſtill ſofter name? our 
mutual love, your promiſes, your tender 
vos, are they all effaced? Recall Hert- 
ford to your remembrance, my dear, my 


« adorable Juliet—it is a man once honored 
e 
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« with your tenderneſs who begs of you, 
upon his knees, one moment's converſa- 
* tion. By all that has power to move you, 
« I conjure you not to reject my prayer! 
do not continue to afth& an unhappy 
man, whoſe fate is in your hands. No; 
« I will not give up but with my life the 
hope of obtaining your generous for- 
« giveneſs. I have a ſecret which I cannot 
« reveal but to yourſelf : give me one day, 
Madam; in the name of Heaven, be not 
« inexorable.” 


« His dear, his adorable juliet;“ familiar 
enough, upon my word: and you ſee with 
what obſtinacy he- reſolves to be heard. 
Ah! that ſickneſs! in what has it engaged 
me! ſee him! the very idea of an inter- 
view makes me tremble. Burt this audacity 
of determining to fee me how ſtrangely 
reſolute! ought he not to fly my very 


looks? with what face can he appear be- 


fare me? have not I a right to load him 
with. 
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with reproaches Het he i is not afraid to 
fee me!—whence comes it then that 1 am 
in dread of him? I who can lift up my eyes 
to him with that noble confidence which is 
the offspring of integrity and innocence ? 
He bids me remember Hertford! alas! if 
he had ſeen me after his departure, would 
he have dared to bid me remember it? He 
knows the wrongs he has done me; but 
how far is he from imagining how exqui- 
ſitely I have felt them! can he ever excuſe 
that cruel deſertion? ah! why did he ever 
feign a - paſſion for me? why does he yet 
feign it? I had prepared myſelf with plex- 
fure for the entertainment I am to give; 
this letter comes to diſturb my joy, to em- 
barraſs me, to reviye the memory of thoſe 
hours—ah! nothing has had power to ef- 
face | it—you will perhaps laugh at my cha- 
grins; yet tell me *©F ought to have ſeen 
. him, to have heard him, that all, ſhould 
. be forgot.“ Tou, who Bad ne yer any 

* thing 
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thing to pardon but the flighreſt faults, a 
few. emotions of jealouſy, of impatience, 
of ill humor; perhaps you think one may 
reſolve in a moment; that it is eaſy to de- 
termine I cannot comprehend that hope 
of pardon. My deſign is not to afflict him: 
I would ſee him if I thought I could bear 
his preſence: I would hear him if it was 
poſſible to excuſe—but I will write to lite 
this moment. | 


«© To Lord OssoRr. 


4 Wherefore, my Lord, ſhould 1 not 
have forgot long ſince an attachment 
J have found ſuch reaſon to regret? 
« what ſhould engage me to cheriſh 
* the memory of the moſt unfaithful of 
ment have you not already made it 
your requeſt, I would forget you? how 
* can you, without - confuſion, endea- 

9 5 to recall that time and thoſe ſcenes 
N 66 to 
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o my remembrance, which I cannot 
« think of without hating you? what right 
« have you now to aſk my friendſhip, after 
© having made ſo cruel a return to that I 
% was once weak enough to feel for you? 
If your levity has reſtored me to myſelf, 
you ought only to blame your own heart. 
“Jam ignorant what new caprice makes 
you aſſert that your happineſs depends on 
ts the converſation you aſk of me; but 1 
« cannot prevail on myſelf to grant it. So 
long accuſtomed to think I ſhould never 
« ſee you again, it is impoſſible for me to 
* ſupport even the idea of your preſence. 
If you have any ſecrets it is neceſſary you 
* ſhould communicate to me, T eonfent to 
your writing them: you may depend on 
my ſecrecy, and on my punctuality in re- 
turning immediately whatever you pleaſe 
to write. To receive your letters, my 
Lord, is the only complaiſance I can force 
"« myſelf to ſhew you.” 


T am 
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I am ſorry I have ſent this letter: they 
ſay, that in lovers quarrels reproaches are 
the preliminaries of peace. 


Adieu! my amiable Henrietta! believe, 
I love you always. 


LET. 
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Wedneſday—no—Thurſday, 
Six in the, morning, 


YH! my 1 Henrietta! how ſhall 

1 expreſs to you the tumult, the emo- 
tion of my heart! I haye ſeen him—he 
has ſpoke to me—it was himſelf —he was 
at the maſquerade—yes, he—my Lord 
Offory !—ah ! tell me no more of ſeeing 
him, of hearing him! am now certain I 
am unable to bear the preſence of that—1 
know not what name to give him—could 
any thing be more daring or more impru- 
dent? to expoſe me thus—I think I hate 
him—1 wiſh, notwithſtanding, I had poſ- 
ſeſſed more power over myſelf—I wiſh I 
had heard him. What is then this unknown 
emotion, which drags me with irreſiſtible 
force, and compels me to act contrary to 


my will? I muſt go from hence; I muſt 
| return 


te Lady Caufr zT. 197 


return to London—it is not from obſtinacy, 
but from neceſſity, from weakneſs, I fly 
Lord Offory. I muſt refolye to avoid him, 
ſince I am not able to ſee him —__ 4 
gree of tranquillity. : 


The day was already far advanced, when, 
fatigued with dancing, and weary of the 
ball, I went to take the air on the terrace 
which joins to the pavillion. A maſk in a 
black domino, who had followed me above 
an hour, came and ſeated himſelf by my 
ſide. In a place ſo ſpacious, and where it 
was apparent I ſought only ſolitude, I 
thought it a little extraordinary he ſhould 
chuſe the very ſeat on which 1 had placed 
myſelf, merely to be troubleſome ;' but 
judge of my ſurprize, when, ſeizing one of 
my hands, and preſſing it between his, he 
faid, in a faltering and paſſionate tone, 
© Does Lady Cateſby then ſtill delight in 
« making others happy? I was told that ſpe- 
« cies of pleaſure had no longer any charms 
« for her.” 


The 
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The ſound of that known voice pene- 


trated the inmoſt receſſes of my foul: 1 


knew him inſtantly : ah! what other man 
would have preſumed to take ſuch a liberty, 
to addreſs me in ſuch a ſtile? I would have 
fled from him; he ſeized my robe, and held 
me in my place. At the ſame inſtant, 
haſtily throwing off his maſk, the hood of his 
domino fell off—ah! my dear Henrietta 
how lovely did he appear! the diſorder of his 
hair gave a new grace to his features; an air 
Paſſionate, animated— how different was the 
effect which the ſight of that amiable coun- 
tenance had on me from what might have 
been expected] I loſt that moment the fa- 
culties of fight and hearing : a mortal cold- 
neſs ſeized me. I am ignorant what Lord 
Offory ſaid ro me, or how he afſembled the 
company about me: but, when my ſenſes 
returned, I found myſelf ſurrounded by an 
infinire number of perſons, amongſt whom 


my eyes in vain ſought for Lord Offory : 1 


perceived 
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perceived him at laſt at the further end of 
the terrace, from whence, as ſoon as he 
ſaw me perfectly recovered, he retired with 
precipitation. 


The ball is at an endl; and I am now 
writing to you in bed, full of reflexion, of 
uneaſineſs. I know not how to act. Adieu 


1 LE f. 
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LETTER TVI. 


Friday Wincheſter, 


1 HAVE clint fuch preſſing i * 
1 from Lord Oſmond, my couſin and his 
Lordſhip continue to entreat me with ſuch 
earneſtneſs to come to Hertford, that I can- 
not long reſiſt their importunities. I know 
not why, but I feel my repugnance to return 
thither greatly abated. I have mentioned my 
deſign here ; and, if I was vain, ſhould valne 
myſelf highly on the unwillingnefs which 
every body expreſſes to part with me. Sir 
James goes away at the ſame time: as to poor 
Sir Harry, his ſorrow is inexpreſſible; it gives 
me extreme pain: I hope my abſence will 
be of ſervice to him. They tell us, my 
dear, abſence is a falutary remedy for 
loye; a violent one, however, which the 
patient takes with * and which does 
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not ſucceed with all conſtitutions. I am 
coming nearer to you, my amiable friend: 
what pleaſure do I find in that thought! 
after ſtaying ſome time at Hertford, I ſhall 
return to London, and we will go together 
to my pretty houſe at Hampſtead. Here is 
Abraham — what a packet he brings me! 
all in my Lord's hand - permit me, my dear, 
to leave you I burn to read it what is it 
he can ſay to me? you ſhall know as ſoon” 
as X ee. _ 5 _ over... 


= To. Lady: cars | 


, « The W of the ball wow too 
well convinced me, Madam, how vain it 
« is to hope, from chance or my own ad- 
*« dreſs, the happineſs of a converſation - 
« with you. The horror my preſence gave- 
« you, the condition in which I ſaw you, 
« and the grief I felt at being the cauſe, 
have determined me to give up all 
ene 12 ce thoughts 
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<©thonghrs of approaching you without 
. your poſitive. command. I conſent to 
s commit to writing what I intended to 
<6 have related to you on Wedneſday, if 
% vou had been able to have favored me 
< with a hearing. You engage to keep 
% my ſecret ; I know you too well to have 
< the leaſt doubt of your diſeretion: ho- 
<< ever, as it may be painful to you to con- 
« .ceal from Lady Henrietta a ſtory in 
« which you are ſo much intereſted, I diſ- 
« penſe with your promiſe of ſecrecy in fa- 
« vor of this Lady: whoever is dear to you, 
« acquires by that claim a right over my 
© heart: to me it is impoſſible your friend 
* can be indifferent. Ah! Lady Careſby! 
«if, after reading theſe papers, you are 
© not inclined to pardon me, you never 

loved him whoſe paſſion for you cannot 

« end but with his life. | 


& HisToORY 
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HISTORY of Lord Os 50RKY, 


„When Lady Charlot Cheſter had! 
* glren that preference to the Mar- 
quis of Dorcheſter which I flattered 
„ myſelf my aſſiduity and the ſincerity of 
oy attachment had given me 2- better” 
right to enpect, I determined to avoid 
her, and went into France with that de- 
5 - hw: 1 was. ſenſibly affefted by her per- 
„ dy ; it prejudiced me unjuſtly againſt 
the whole ſex; I judged of ally the only 
: # one with hom I had had any connexion ;; 
* and was ſtrongly: perſuaded.that intereſt: 
and vanity were the only paſſions of which 
they were” ſuſceptible. ' I armed myſelf 
-;* againſt them with the knowledge I fan- 
© cied I had of their ſouls, and employed 
my experience with fucceſs 8 
W. el the power of their charms... 


I + * F-was 
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« ] was repreſented at court, and where- 
ever I appeared, as a ſavage, who, 10 
e that ferocity attributed to his nation, 
joined an obſtinate averſion to the eſta- 

. *©bliſhed manners and cuſtoms of the world. 
« My: gravity appeared ridiculous, eſpe- 

e cially at a time of life when the wild and 
« jrregular ſallies of youth, for which youth 

- «js an excuſe, are not unbecoming. I 
* know not how far the French carry their 
s indulgence on this head; but here I have 
| © © ſeen too many, who, not knowing When 
to drop this excuſe, have not been able 
in their more advanced age to —9 we 
0 follics of their ys ' 25% 
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« Six ache after my deperwure from 
London, my eldeſt brother was killed in 


a ſea engagement; and my ſecond᷑ died in 
& Scotland, of a fall from his horſe in hunt- 
«Ing. My fortune was now become equal 

« to 


* 7 33 


* 4 
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© to Lord Dorcheſter's, and I fancied Lady 
« Dorcheſter might poſſibly repent having 
« been ſo precipitate. in fixing her choice: 
« the regret I flattered myſelf ſhe would 
2 feel, was the only real advantage I ther 
i hoped for, in inheriung the PI 1 
* titles of tax anceſtors. . 
18 * 
68 « My abode in France aid not remove 
© the impreſſions Learried thither: I thought 
* the women charming; but the idea of 


Lady Charlot, and the remembrance of 


© herinconſtancy, defended me from love. I 
* returned to London, eured of my paſſion, 
but not of my reſentment at having been 
abandoned. The ſight of Lady Dorcheſter 
.« chagrined me, and gave me a- diſguſt, to 
London: I reſolved therefore to quit x 
once more, and was preparing for a ſe- 
*.cond tour to Italy, when Oſmond, hear- 
ing of my return, preſſed me to make 
« him a viſit at Hertford: IJ accepted hig \ 
invitation, intending to ſtay a few days 

| ES 9 * only 3 
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« only; but 1 found in your eyes attrac- 
tions ſtrong enough to fix me ih my na- 


« tive country, and reconcile me to that 
« amiable ſex of which Lady Cateſby is 
the brighteſt ornament. You inſpired 
« me with ſentiments before unknown to 
«me; ſentiments which convinced me 1 
* had never loved Lady Charlot, and that 
* wounded vanity may excite in our ſouls 
« thoſe regrets which ſeem to take their 
* ſource only from betrayed N 
2; hoe. \ 


Ane inhperancd' yo with th 4 
er dreſſes; his example intimidated me: the 


* averſion his tenderneſs gave you to him 
determined me to ſpare no pains to con- 
 ceal mine. Liſtened to, preferred as a 
© friend, I dreaded appearing as a lover. 
*'T found it ſo ſweet to be honored with 
your confidence, to make one in all your 
* amuſements, to behold you every mo- 
ment 


1 207: 
ment without wearying von, or inſpiring 
yan with conſtraint: that I had not 
courage to riſk lofing all theſe advantages 
by making a declaration of my paſſion: 
Sometimes I fancied you ſaw what pxſſed 
in my ſoul: I one day forgot I had no 
right to appear jealousz my anger and? 
« il] humor became viſible to every body: 
my ſorrow affected you; it afleRed, your. 
- x60 nearly—what pleaſure do 1 feel in 
xecollecting thoſe firſt moments of my. 
« happineſs! thoſe bliſsfal hburs, When, 
without being yourſelf perhaps conſeious 
of it, you partook of all the ſaſt emo- 
tions of my ſoul! they are paſt, thoſe 
„ tranſporting moments, 0 n, 7 
* remembers them no more. 


Wich what pain dit conteal Fre ou. 
* ſentiments ſo tender and animated | how - 
did the remembrance of Lady Charlot 1 
jatimidate me! I no longer regarded her 


ineonſtaney in the fame lights fince I had 
15 * 
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© & loved you, I excuſed her levity; and con- 
- © cluded, I poſſeſſed none of thoſerattrac- 
tions which gave birth to love, and render 
it laſting. | Tat length-preſumed to con- 
1 feſs my paſſion ; my vows were heard; 
. you yielded to give me your hand: every 
1 thing conſpired to promiſe happineſs to 
- «© my future days. In the intoxication of 
* my joy, too ready to flatter myſelf, I ad- 
Ls ded to my aecount of preſent pleaſure the 
4 ſupreme felicity which was fo ſoon to be 
25 my portion, when ] received an invitation 
4 to de preſent at the marriage of Lord 
Newport. I know not whether a fore- 
e boding of my misfortune increaſed my re- 
\ ©-gret at parting from you, but Ileft Hert- 
« ford overwhelmed with ſorrow. - 


NN Before I enter into the humikating de- 
tail of the fatal adventure which ſepa- 
s rated us, permit me to implore your in- 
dulgence but how can I hope to ſoften 
0 you; if I am no longer dear to you; if 
$4 8 * « my 
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% my very ſight alarms you; if that heart, 


; 0 once ſo ſenſible to my leaſt inquietude, 
is now for ever barred againſt me? what 
repeated vows do you betray, if the care 
of my happineſs no longer intereſts youl. 


cannot rhe remembrance of a paſſion-ſo 


"i e dear to us both, of thoſe pure and exqui- 


. « ſite pleaſures it once beſtowed, re- kindle 
in your boſom a ſpark of that fire.which 

« my ſeeming infidelity has. extinguiſhed ? 
„Ah! Madam! let love again ſpread à 


« yeil before your eyes, to hide from you 


p my fault, and only I you to. ſee my 


KW * repentance... 1 e P 


I was returning to Hertford, a all 
0 che haſte and impatience of a lover eager 


to behold again the object of all bis 
7 wiſhes, when, on the road, I happened to 


% meet with Montford, Bennet, Anderſon, 
* Lindſey, and ſeveral others, who had been 
my acquaintance at the univerſity; ex- 


« 22 Montford, who was my particular 


I's 0 n 
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"© friend, I had ſcarce ſeen any of them 
s ſince I left the college: they had ſtopped 
Abraham, whowasa little before me; and, 
hen 1 came to the poſt-houſe, where 
they waited for me, they inſiſted on ſtop- 
« ping me alſo, They were returning from 
hunting, and were going to ſup with 
« Montford, whoſe mother had a houſe i in 
4 the neighbourhood. It was impoſſible to 
«reſiſt their entreaties, or, to ſpeak with 
more propriety, their importunities: they 
4 gbliged me to accept an invitation which 
* promiſed little amuſement to a man of my 
** remper, and robbed me of the pleaſure of 
« arriving ſoon enough that night at Hert- 
L ford to ſee you even for a moment. Theſe 
6 hours' were ſtolen from love; I loſt them 


- « with inexpreſſible Tegret, and made the 


« ſacrifice with an extreme repugnance. 
Montford's mother was gone that very 
60 morning to London, whither ſhe was called 
dy unforeſeen buſineſs: thus our ſupper 
decame one of choſe noiſy and libertine 

4 parties, 
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parties, from whence order and politeneſs 
< are baniſhed; which ſometimes" end in 
« ridiculous wagers, and often in breaking 
© to pieces every moveable in the way, and 
* cutting each other's throats amidſt the 
© ruins. Diſguſt ſeized me during the firſt 
4 courſe; it increaſed every moment: the 
| « inſupportable mirth of my companions, 
jn which I could not ſhare; the confuſed 
© noiſe of their voices, all ſpeaking at the 
« ſame time; and the unbounded freedom 
« of their converſation, made me curſe a 
te thouſand times the hour in which 1 was 
“ ſo unfortunate to meet them. The cool - 
« neſs I preſerved in the midſt of theſe mad- 
* men added to the diſtaſte they inſpired me 
« with, I perceived it; and, willing to 
te remove ſome part of the horror I felt at 
« my ſituation, I fancied the only means 
| « would be, to loſe like the reſt a portion 
« of (my. reaſon; I could not now reach 
« Hertford early enough to ſee you; I re- 
« ſolved therefore to do as others did, and 
«© endeavor 
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. « endeayor to partake of their fooliſh and 

_* contemptible gaiety: my project ſucceed- 

* ed; Idrank freely, and began ſoon to find 
« my "old COMPANIONS a little more ſupport- 
able. 5 


hl The. converſation mod on a variety 
of ſubjects, none of which were purſued 
very far: it fell at laſt on women; they 
_ * talked with more vivacity than decency : 
* ſome praiſed them in the ſtrongeſt terme, 
others ſpoke of them with the moſt illi- 
_ * beral contempt. Lindſey, naturally ten- 
der and polite, defended them with 
% warmth.: he brought the whole compauy 
over to his opinion, that the ſweetneſs of 
being beloved by one infinitely ſurpaſſed 
4 the malignant pleaſure of ſlandering them 
all. We now vied with each other. in 
* extolling theſe charming beings, on, 
hom Heaven has beſtowed the power of 
rendering us happy. One ſpoke of their 
* beauty; the charms of which have ſuch 
| n FN 
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an empire over our hearts; another ex- 

* tolled their wit ſtill mere enchanting; the 

A fineneſs of their taſte, and the delicaey of 
* their ſentiments.” Montford alone inſiſted, 
that an uncultivated underſtanding and 
ingenuous modeſty - infinitely exceeded 
that knowledge and thoſe accompliſh- 


- © ments on which women of condition value 


themſelves, and that the moſt ſample were 
'< the moſt amiable: the point was warmly 
diſputed; he perſiſted; and, to prove the 
truth of what he advanced, ſent orders to 
his ſiſter's governeſs to join the company 
* with her lovely charge. A man muſt 
e have been as little capable of reflexion as 
« be then. was, to think of expoſing a ſiſter 
sto the impropriety of appearing. in the 
cc midſt of ten or twelve young hibertines, 
<< fluſhed with wine, and little in a condition 
to recalle& what they owed to her rank, 
4 her ſex, her blooming ſeaſon of life. | 
.*. Whilſt we waited in expectation of her 
11 e Monrford informed us, that ſhe 
l % came 


"x 
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came only the preceding day from- the 
* ſchool in which ſhe had been educated; 
he expreſſed the moſt _— friendſhip for 
her, and affured us nobody could be 
more fimple or more amiable. ' The 
* lady came, to confirm vy her 
4 preſence the praiſes her brother had 
fjaviſnhed on her ingenuous ſimplicity: her 
c air expreſſed her character; ſoft, modeſt, 
. unaffefted : a noble form, graceful in all 
« ;ts motions, compenſated for the want of 
C perfect ſymmetry: the had all thoſe 
* charms which accompany the firſt bloom 
of youth; and her features, without 
„ being regularly beautiful, were all roge- 
ther ipfinitely _ attraftive. She placed 
* herſelf by her brother ; and, in obedience 
«to his repeated commands, pledged his 
«friends in thoſe healths which they all at 
4 once eagerly propoſed to her. Her 
40 preſence having re · anhnated their joy, it 
«was happy for her that her extreme 
*« ſimplicity made her ignorant of the tranſ- 
| « ports 
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* ports ſhe excited, and of the expreſſions 
in which they magnified her charms. 
 « Benner took charge of the governeſs, and 
* {ſoon rendered her incapable of attending 
© to the care of her lovely pupil. Miſs 


« Montford, weary of a kind of converſation 


«© to which ſhe was not accuſtomed, inſiſted 
« onleave toretire: ſhe obtained it, though 
<« with difficulty; and quitted us with much 
greater ' pleaſure ſhe had felt at 
coming amongſt us. Some moments after, 
, with noiſe, and fainting with 

«-exceſive heat, I roſe up to go into the 


* air; of which I had never more occaſion: © 
and found 


I walked through che hall, and 
& myſelf in à paſſage in which chere was 
no light: I obſerved one at ſome diſtance, 
L and directing my ſteps that way, traverſed 


* a long gallery of pictures, at the end of 


 « which, I came to a large cloſet, where 
perceived a woman alone: I had not 
e time to diſtinguiſh who ſhe was; rifing up 
* — down a little table, on 
« which 
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* which ſtood à candle, which went out 
in the fall. By the ſound of her voice, 
* and her queſtions, I Ene it to be Miſs 
% Montford: I told her who I was, and 
* begged the favor of her to direct me to 
* the garden, where | was going to walk 
for the air: ſhe told me, the would ring 
immediately for a light; but in the pro- 
« found darkneſs we were in, it was im» 
_ *« poſſible to find the ſtring of the bell, the 

apartment being almoſt as new to her as 
bp *w myſelf. She: ſtpove however ig re- 

collect where the chimney was placed, 

1 we both took a deal of pains to find 
« jt, My embarraſſment, and the illficcefs 
© of our ſearches, appeared ridiculous w 
* her; ſhe laughed ſo heartily at our 
« diſtreſs, that her gaiety excited mine. 
The young lady was not much more her- 
* ſelf than I was; the called, but in vain ; 
the ſervants were at too great a diſtanee 
to hear us: as we walked at random, we 


5 a 1 againſt each. other; Mits 
* 4 oP Montford 


Dx 
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„ Montford redoubled her laughter, ridi- 
« culed my uneaſineſs, and, by a thouſand 
* childiſh pleaſantries, foreed me to laugh | 
« alſo. Determined both of us, however, 
to put an end to this ſceue, we agreed to 
give up all hopes of making ourſelves 

« heard, and to endeavor to find a door in- 
to another gallery, which led to the 
garden. Miſs Montford took me by the 
hand, and, going from one chair to ana- 
ther, found the place where ſhe was fitting 
4 when I entered the cloſet : ſhe told me, 
the door was then directly oppoſue to us; 


* ſhe adyanced, and I followed her: un- 2125 


© happily ſhe entangled herſelf in the table 
* the had before thrown down, and fell with 
violence to the ground; her fall oocaſion- 
« ed mine; I was alarmed for her, but her 
repeated burſts of laughter ſoon. con- 
* yvinced me ſhe was not hurt. The exceſs 

of her mirth had an extraordinary effect 


on me; it inſpired me with a preſumption 
00 faral, to us both: the intoxication. of my 
« reaſons 


212 Lady CATI Dr LITT ERS 


< reaſon communicated itſelf to my heart. 
* Abandoned to my ſenſes, I forgot my love, 
my probity, the laws of honor which had 
« always been ſacred/to-me, the fiſter of 
u my friend: a woman whom 1 ought to 
© have reſpeted appeared to me at that 
"« inſtant only as a female delivered up to 
885 1 wifhes, to that groſs paſſion which has 
its ſource in inſtinct alone. Hurried 
700 I by an impetuous emotion, I had the 

* cruelty to take advantage of the diſorder 
«and ſimplicity of a young imprudent, 
© whoſe artleſs innocence "One e 185 
6 [her error 4s 


* P | 


« Scarce was this moment of and 
| — when, reaſon reſuming all its 
rights, I ſaw my fault in its full extent: 
e the unhappy victim of my crime pierced 
the air with her cries: ſhe groaned, ſhe 
A wept, and by her juſt anguiſh increaſed 
. mine, already too great for expreſſion. 
* = moon juſt then began to riſe, and 
| « her: 


to Lady CANPIE YT. 


te that door, the ſearch of which had been 
attended with conſequences ſo fatal: con- 
<« fuſed, aſhamed, in all the wildneſs of 
« deſpair, I thought of nothing but flight: 
J went out of that cloſet which inſpired 
« me with horror; and, paſſing from the 
garden into the court, where my ſervants 
« waited, I ſtept haſtily into my chaiſe, and 
« took the road to Hertford, pierced with 
the moſt. poignant. ſorrow, which mx 
« reflexions rendered every moment more 
« inſupportable. 


IES 


ok x | 
Ca 2 1 A, 


« How ſeverely was it renewed at the 
« ſight of you] with what goodneſs did 
«* your generous heart. intereſt itſelf in my 
« affliction ! what tender queſtions! how 
« did they ſtab my ſoul with remorſe! how 
<« did I abhor myſelf when I reflected I had 
«© betrayed you! the pleaſure, however, f 
<< ſecing.you, of being continually near you, 
* of thinking I was dear to you; the idea 

4 " of 
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of my aproaching happineſs; an in- 
vincible charm attached to your looks, to 
« your converſation, all together alleviated 
* my ſorrow. I was beginning to conſider 
« my unhappy adventure as a weakneſs of 
«which the remembrance might in time 
be loſt, when its dreadful conſequences 
_ * brought it back to my memory with re- 
% doubled force, and obliged me to ſubmit 
* tothe juſt puniſhment of my imprudence ! 
* ah! what a puniſhment! If you have 
loved me, if you have deigned to regret 
« me, judge of my ſufferings by your on 
" * Judge, of my tortures in forcing my ſelf 
from you! from you whom 1 adored, 
„hom I muſt always adore, in whatever 
© manner you may treat met” * 


6 You may polldly remember, Madam, 
0 that a meſſenger enquired for me the 
« evening before I left Hertford: he 


* * brought me a Ar! it Was from Miſs 
| I Shs dia NE 


* 
0 
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** Montford, and expreſſed in te cue 
46 terms: | | Fr 


“To Lord Oss okx. 
* « The  unbappy Giter of your friend, the | 
< wretched Fanny Montford, is loſt, diſ- 
« honored, b y the indiſcretion of her bro- 
ther; by yours, my Lord, and ſtill more 
« by her own. She tells you this, without 
« knowing what ſhe has to hope from this 
« ſtep: the has nothing to expect from you; 
* you promiſed nothing: what right then 
can ſhe pretetend? and yet, if you aban- 
« don her, haye you nothing to reproach 
* yourſelf with? I ardently entreat your 
«* anſwer ; if it does not ſoften the horrors 
of my ſituation, I will not wait till my 
ſhame becomes public: I have already 
* reſolved on the only means by which 1 
« can eſcape infamy. I will bury with me 
40 * dreadful ſecret, and nobody ſhall eyer 
ab? cc reproach 
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« reproach you with the ——— the 
6 death of 22 


* Fanny n TFORDs 


© Paint to FORT Madam, my con- 
et dition after reading this letter: think in 
er what reflexions I paſſed that night, the 
« laſt of my ſtay at Hertford, I formed a 
50 could projects; my reaſon deſtroyed 
e them as faſt as they preſented themſelves 
« tg my imagination. I thought ſometimes 
« of going to Montford, of confeſſing my 
te crime, and of giving up to his ſiſter half 
my eſtate; all, if ſhe required it. Alas 
« of what vale was wealth, if deprived of 

% you! But how could I have the confi- 
_* denceto propoſe to my friend a repara- 
* tion, which, in a parallel caſe, I would not 
« myſelf have accepted? after having in- 
% jured him, ought I to inſult the miſery I 
* had cauſed? to riſk becoming the mur- 


« derer of him whoſe ſiſter I had * 
5 66 e y 
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eds, in violation of all the ſacred laws of 
« hoſpitality and friendſhip? The little 
innocent too, Madam, who owed to me 
e its being, was I allowed to place it in the 
« rank of thoſe born to wretchedneſs, to 
deliver it up to baſeneſs and contempt ? 
te would it not bring into the world a right 
« to accuſe me, to abhor the author of its 
_« exiſtence? The concluſion. of the letter 
v froze my veins with terror and apprehen- 
„ fon, In the midſt of agitations not to 
* be deſcribed, of regret which tore my in · 
„ moſt ſoul; wholly engrofſed by my love 
« for you, wild with deſpair at loſing the ob- 
« jet of all my tender hopes; I reſolved to 
_ « liften only to the voice of honor, and to 
4 give up the deareſt intereſts of my heart 
t to the perſon whoſe ſituation demanded 
ce this cruel ſacrifice, 


„ What ſtruggles had I with myſelf! 
* how much did this painful effort coſt me 
te jt was you whom I abandoned! it was ou 

Ry K « whom 
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« whom I muſt renounce! I went to ſeek 
you, determined to repoſe my ſorrows in 
your faithful boſom, to confide to you my 
- «© crime, and my deſigns; to implore your 
advice, your tender commiſeration; but 
« my purpoſe vaniſhed at your ſight. How 
_ « was it poſlible I could make you ſuch a 
e confeſſion! I found. myſelf unable to be- 
« vin the ſhocking recital ; I had not even 
* courage to give you a letter I had wrote 
« in the firſt tumult of my grief: I left you; 
I bid adieu to Hertford ; and quitted you 
ein the melancholy perſuaſion I ſhould 
* neyer-ſce you again. I left my letter with 
© Abraham, whom I ordered to deliver it 
e to you when I was gone; and, joining the 
« meſſenger, who waited for me at the poſt- 
„ houſe, I took the road to Middleſex, and 
event directly to Lady Montford's. 


« 'The violence of thoſe different emotions 

« with which I was agitated, and the efforts 
made to hide my ſorrow, .threw me into 
oy | < a burn- 
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4a burning fever: I was in a kind of deli - 
« rium, and ſcarce knew even myſelf. As. 
4 ſoon as I arrived, L enquired for Mont- 
© ford; as he was in town, they introduced 
© me to his mother: after ſome moments of 
« ;ndifferent «converſation, I mentioned her 
ve daughter; and, finding ſhe had no particu» 
« lar view for her, I demanded her in mar- 
« riage. My offer was received with no leſs 
« joy than ſurprize: Lady Montford could 
«© net hope ſo advantageous a match for 
her daughter; though of a family which 
« might entitle her to a rank equal to what 
« offered to raiſe her to, yet her mode- 
« rate fortune ſeemed to forbid ſuch, a 
c hope. Her mother conducted me to her 
© apartment, and introduced me as a lover 
„ who was ſoon to become her huſband. 
« Miſs Montford's face was ſpread with 
« hluſhes at ſeeing-me ; ſhe caft down her 
« eyes, and regarded me with a melancholy 
4 and timid countenance. As is cuſtomary 
on theſe occaſions, we were left together; 

K+. e ſhame 
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* ſhame and remorſe threw me at her feet, 
« gratirude made her fall at mine: neither 
« of us poſſeſſed the power of voice; ſighs 
« and tears were the only expreſſions of our 
© hearts. I fixed a day with Lady Mont- 
t ford for ſigning the marriage-articles, and, 
« pretending preſſing and indiſpenſable 
« buſineſs, parted in haſte for London. 


“J reached my houſe in an agony not 

« to be conceived: I was pierced to the 
* ſoul with my own ſorrow, and yet more 
« with that which J imagined yon would 
« feel. As J entered my cloſer, a drawing 
« done. by your hand ſtruck my fight; 1 
% could no longer reſiſt the violent emotions 
of my heart: I gave myſelf up to rage, 
« and uttered exclamations which drew all 
© my ſervants around me: a kind of 
« phrenzy deprived me of my ſenſes: 
«during a long time, I knew nothing that 
« happened to me; I was inſenſible of my 
« illneſs, and of my danger. My ſpirits, 
« enfeebled 
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% enfeebled by the violence of my tranſ- 
© ports, and by the medicines which were 
« viven me, had reduced me to the weak- 
« neſs of infancy. Montford never quitted 
© me; what he had been told of my inten- 
8 N= in regard to his ſiſter redoubled his 
« attachment, and rendered his cares more 
ce tender. and more attentive : he applauded 
« himſelf on the caprice which inclined 
* him to make her appear at that ſupper ; 
he fancied ſhe had then inſpired me with 
« love, and this belief filled him with 
te tranſport: his diſcourſes on this ſubje& 
% gave a new poignancy to my ſorrows. I 
« recovered at length, and married Mit 
« Montford, What difficulty had 1 w 
« reſtrain my tears at the foot of that altar 
« where it was ſuppoſed I had received from 
« the hands of Heaven the only companion 
ho could make my life happy! After 
“ having thus torn me from her who only 
© has that power, indulgent Heaven is 
« willing to reſtore her to me: but ſhe is 

E 3 te changed; 
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«changed 5 ſhe is become haughty, inhu- 
* man, unrelenting ; ihe will not pardon me. 


„ left London for Derbyſhire, whither 1 
conducted a wife, young, ſoft, tender, 
« grateful, perhaps amiable ; but ſhe was 
* not Lady Cateſby ; ſhe was not the dear 
object my heart had made choice of; 
« whom I muſt always love, but to whom I 
* could now only dedicate ſighs, tears, and 
« a fruitleſs and unprofitable regret. 


« Lady Offory was delivered of a dangh- | 
te ter; the ſight of her gave me the firſt 
* emotion of joy which I had felt fince 1 
left you. Amiable little innocent! how 
*« often have I bathed her with my tears, 
« whilſt Tapplauded myſelf on having at 
« Jeat fulfilled my duty towards her! ah! 
hat tenderneſs would ſhe not owe her 
* father, if ſhe knew at what a price he 


| * had given her a right to call him by that 


„name! 
a L paſſed 
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1] paſſed whole days in the woods, to 
« avoid Lady Oſſory; I feared her preſence; 
«her amiable atrention to pleaſe was irk- 
© ſome to me: I had all the regard for her 
« which friendſhip demanded, but none of 
«rhe render ſolicitudes of love: I owed - 
« her both notwithſtanding ; but how could | 
6“ give to her a heart you had already 
«entire poſſeſſion of? Conſcious I ought to 
«make amends by my generoſity for the 
« coldneſs of my ſentiments, and ever 
*« ready to procure for her pleaſures of 
« which I was incapable of partak ing, 1 
« gave her balls and entertainments; 1 
« loaded her with preſents; ſhe diſpoſed 
« as ſhe pleaſed of my fortune; it was all 
« laviſhed on her, even to profuſion : ſhe 
« feemed ſatisfied, and I believed her 
« happy ; time diſcovered to me ſhe was no 
more fo than myſelf. _ 


K 4 8 60 Some - 
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* Sometimes I had an inclination to write 
« to you, to open my whole ſoul, and in- 
« form you of my reaſon for a marriage 
e which muſt have ſurprized you ſo greatly. 
But it was my wife, the mother of my 
lovely infant, whoſe weakneſs I muſt have 
% diſcloſed. Ab! how could I confeſs to 
« you there had been a moment of my life 
« in Which I had forgot I loved you! in 
© which 1 had failed in that probity on 
© which the eſteem you had honored me 


©« with was founded! Lord Preſton, = 


friend from my infancy, was alone in- 
« truſted with the ſecret of my paſſion for 
« --0n; he knew it even before yourſelf : a 
N 05 him I addrefled myſelf to make enqui- 
« ries about you. I heard from him that 
« you continued at Hertford, where you 


« were plunged in grief for the death of | 


«your brother—ah! pardon to a deſpair- 
« ing paſſion the ſtrange contrariety of its 
« withes! what world * I not have given to 

8 have 
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** haye rendered you happy, to have re- 
* ſtored tranquillity to your ſoul? and yet 
« I felt a ſecret pleaſure in thinking you 
« were at Hertford, that you were there 
« alone, that you were afflited; that jt 
*« was poſſible I might have a right to 
e ſome part of thoſe precious tears; that, 
« amidſt the ſorrows due to the loſs of 
e a beloved brother, a ſigh might ſome- 
times eſcape towards a lover who 
| r adored you. Your return to London 
« gave me the moſt lively inquietude: you 

* received the Duke of Suffolk's viſits; jea- 
« Jous, unjuſt, I trembled leſt he ſhould 
5 obtain a bleſſing to which it was no longer A |: 
« in my power to pretend. | bY 
« ] received every week a circumſtantia 
« detail of all your actions: the kind of 

t indirect correſpondence I ſeemed by this 
« means to keep up with you, was the only 
« pleaſure for which I had now the lęaſt 


« reliſh, How did theſe details touch my 
"K's . 
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« heart! how did they augment my eſteem 
* and my attachment! what woman at 
« your age ever conducted herſelf with ſo 
ki much prudence! or ever blended fo en- 
« oagingly the moſt auſtere wiſdom with 
'* the moſt amiable vivacity and exadteſt 
— knowledge of the world! what other ever 
* poſſeſſed in the ſame degree thoſe ſoft, 
e thoſe gentle virtues which give ſuch 
* charms to ſocial life! that polite and in- 
14 We condeſcenſion to others which 
6 renders that ſuperiority beloved in you, 
« which you. are yourſelf afraid to "of 
in half its luſtre Ah! Lady Cateſby : 
« js it to excite the unmeaning admiration 
7 only that Heaven has ſhowered on you 
its moſt precious gifts? there has been a 
time in which yon thought you had re- 
* ceived them for no other purpoſe than 
to make me happy. | 


After a year 's ſtay in Derbyſkire, Lady 


« ' Offory was” arcacked by an indiſpoſition 
« which 
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« which ſeemed to threaten a conſumption; 


« immediate aſſiſtance a little re-eſtabliſhed. 
« her health; but, in the beginning of the 


« winter, ſhe fell again into a languor which 
© made every one apprehenſive for her life. 
Her danger, her amiable reſignation and 


« engaging ſweetneſs during the courſe f 
eher diſtemper, affecting me infinitely, I * 


became aſſiduous about her. When 1 


reflected on my conduct towards her, 1 


« was afraid I had given her cauſe to be 
% unhappy ; I redoubled my cares and my 
attention, to efface the impreſſion which 
my indifference might poſſibly have made 
on her mind: I never left her chamber; 
« I gave her all her medicines with my ow 
„hand. I felt in thoſe moments all the 
« force of the bond which united us; I had 
« not fulfilled its duties, and I reproached 
« myſelf bitterly for my PRI 


*« I ſupported her one ie day to gain a little 


M gallery in which ſhe had an inclination to 
K 6 attempt 
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« attempt walking: her weakneſs forced her 
« to be in a manner carried in my arms: 
« after going a few ſteps, ſhe turned back 
« jnto the chamber, ſeated herſelf, and, ſtill 
<« leaning upon me, perceived that I preſſed 
« her gently to my boſom: ſhe ſeemed ſur- 
« prized, regarded me attentively; and, ſee- 


5 sing in my eyes all the marks of the moſt 


« affectionate and tender compaſſion, ſhe 
* took one of my hands, and bathed it with 
« her tears. I am very unhappy, ſaid ſhe, 
to cauſe you ſo much uneaſineſs; but I was 
«deſtined to-afflit you: the ſtate Iam in 
would raiſe a flattering hope in a heart 
* Jeſs generous than yours: my death will 
« break thoſe bonds which conſtrain you; 
that chain under which you have ſo long 
« proaned, and the weight of which you 
« have been ſcarce able to bear. A ſtrong 
attachment had prepoſſeſſed your foul; 1 
| © have no right to complain of it; my gra- 
| « titude is, and ought to be, the greater: 
* but pardon, my Lord, 1 theſe tears; 

3 * it 
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te jt is the firſt time I have dared to ſhed 
« them before you: I have concealed my 
* poignant ſorrows in my own breaſt: 
te your goodneſs, the tender pity I ſee this 
« moment in your eyes, my approaching 
« diffolution, have drawn from me the con- 
« feſſion of a ſentiment which it has not 
« been in your power to return. So much 
« reſpect, ſo many benefits heaped on me 
** to make amends for that love which you 
have refuſed me, whilſt they made me 
« admire {till more the husband I adored, 
have, without ceaſing, embittered the 
*« regret of not poſſeſſing the power to 
e pleaſe him. I wiſh, continued ſhe, that 
« perſon whoſe idea has ſhat your heart 
« againſt me may preſerve for you a ten- 
« derneſs worthy of ybur conſtancy. I 
« imagined I onght to hide from you my 
te tender attachment, to ſpare you the 
e proofs of it; the dread of being impor- 
« tunate forced me to ſtifle even the ſtrong 
m" emotions of my gratitude; fuffer them to 
* dreak 
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< break forth in theſe laſt moments. You 
.* have ſacrificed to the honor of an unfor- 
e tunate creature a good which was dear to 


you: may it be reſtored to you when ſne is 
-< no more!, and may my ardent prayer draw 


, down upon you all the bleſſings of that 
Heaven which hears me, which | calls me 
e hence, and where I hope ſpon to be em- 


_ .« ployed\in watching over the happineſs of 


yh my generous benefactor; of him who 


% made ſo godlike an effort, that he might 


« not abandon me to that ſhame fromwhich 


.«« death itſelf would not have ſecured me. 


% Love my daughter; love her, my Lord; 


? 


— 


ec and forget the miſeries her unhappy mo- 


A _ has brought upon you.“ 1 0 


« « Lady Offory might have e for 
ct ever without fear of interruption: every 
.* word ſhe pronounced was a dagger 
that ſtabbed me to the heart. I had 
s neglected her; it was now too late to, re- 


&« pair, by a behaviour more tender, that 
« long 


4 = PR 
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« Jong indifference of which ſhe had but 


* too much ſenſibility. Ah! Madam! how 
© terrible it is to have done a'wrong ! and 
* how ſeverely would the injured know 
“ themſelves revenged, if they could com- 
c prehend the bitter effects of remorſe in a 
« feeling and virtuous A ö 


d 4 1 


© ] ſent to London, * Doctor Lewin 


40 and Doctor Harriſon ; I called in all in 


« whoſe ſkill it was poſſible ſhe could have 
e the leaſt confidence. It is not to you, 


* Madam, that I am afraid to confeſs the 


« ardent deſire I had of ſaving her: but 
te neither her youth nor the aſſiſtance of art 
«could recover her from a ſtate already 
« deſperate : ſhe expired in my arms; and, 
« in ſpite of the aſſurances they gave me of 


Tf te FE DP CORES NT 


« the nature of her diſtemper, a diſtemper 


« born with her, and which the delicacy of 
« her conſtitution could not long have re- 
« ſiſted, I regarded myſelf with abhorrence 

| * * as 


232 Lady CarEZSsZVY's LETTERS 


«az one of the cauſes of her death: I re- 
collected inceſſantly what ſhe had ſaid to 
me; I could not conſole myſelf for not 
* having had power enough over my ſoul 
« to diflemble at leaſt, and conceal from 
« her that another poſſeſſed my heart. But 
« when one has loſt all hope of being happy 
one's ſelf, is it poſſible to be always at- 
« tentive to the happineſs of another? 


As ſoon as this melancholy ſcene was a 

« little effaced from my memory, I reflected 
«with tranſport that you were {till free: I 1 
„ flattered myſelf a paſſion once ſo tender 
*« was-not entirely extinguiſhed ; that you 
« preſerved the remembrance of it; that 
my preſence and the ſincere recital of my 
« unhappy adventure might yet be able to 
« revive it. The knowledge of your cha- 
« rafter helped to deceive me: I will con- 
« feſs my crime, ſaid I; ſhe will hear me, 
« ſhe. will pity, will Save me—how 
« cruelly have you deſtroyed the ſweet illu- 


« fon! 
IL As 
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As I quitted London only to ſpare ou 
the diſpleaſure of meeting a woman bear- 
« ing the name which you had condeſcended 
eto make choice of in determining to change 
* your own, I returned thither three months 
« after the death of Lady Oſſory. With 
* what ardor did I approach the place in- 
e habited by you! what a lively deſire had 
I to ſee you, to ſpeak to you, to hear the 
« pleaſing ſound of that loved voice!—l 
« arrived; I ran to ſeek you; as I paſſed 
6 by Lady Bellville's door, I obferved ſome 
« ſervants in your livery; I was told you 
« were there: my impatience made me 
t overlook the indiſcretion of the ſtep I was 
« taking: I went in; I ſaw you; you knew 
„ me again: what anger was on your coun» 
© tenance! what diſdain in your eyes! you 
t ſeized a pretence for putting an end to 
your viſit; you retired ; and I remained 
there immoyeable, pierced with grief, 

« and 


Fd 
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and ſelf-· convicted that I merited thoſe 
marks of a contempt which I found it 
« impoſhble to ſupport. I called in vain at 
« your door; I wrote to you in vain; my 
« letters conſtantly refuſed, my efforts to 
« ſee” you rendered fruitleſs by your pre- 
© cautions: allt-my attempts unattended with 
fucceſs threw me into deſpair of appeaſ- 
«ing your reſentment. I only obtained rhe 
« compaſſion of your woman, who had very 
« little influence over you. Caſtle-Cary 
« did not dare to intereſt himſelf openly 
for me, through fear of diſpleaſing Lady 
« Henrietta. At length, you filled up the 
« meaſure of your cruelty; you left Lon- 
« don: and it was not long before I fol- 
_ «lowed you. Halifax came to purchaſe an 
ec eſtate here; I accompanied him; I wrote 
*to-you: with what haughtineſs did you 
t receive this proof of my tenderneſs ! you 
t anſwered me only to deliver yourſelf 
from my importunities; with a pride, ar 
a . to which your heart is natu- 
« rally 
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*« rally a ſtranger, and in which I diſco- 
“ yered nothing of the gentle, the amiable 
* ſoul of Lady Catesby. After leaving me 
three days in the moſt painful ſuſpence, 
* twas to demand your letters you wrote 
to me your letters! ah! never aſk them 
eo me -I can never conſent to reſtore” 
«© them—l fancied you ſoftened: the good- 
« neſs which intereſted you for my life ap- 
* pcared to me a return of that tender in- 
„ cliaation which once attached you to me: 
« I flattered myſelf that friendſhip at leaſt 

% would plead in my favor. But 1 was de- 

C ceived ; you no longer loved me; my pre- 
« ſence filled you with horror; it deprived 
« you almoſt of life: the ſight of a lover 
once preferred, once tenderly beloved, 
« ſpread over your cheeks the paleneſs of 
e death. Is it then true that I have loſt all 
e hope of ſoftening your heart? can no- 
thing re-kindle that tender flame?—Bur 
you have reaſon for this cruelty, Madam; 


"JR _ only to complain of myſelf. 1 
« ſhould 
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«ſhould be happy indeed if I could com- 
«plain of you —with what pleaſure ſhould 
«I then have pardoned — ah! Lady 
« Cateſby ! if you ever deign to think of a 
* man whom you believe faithleſs and un- 
* grateful, what advantages have you over 
« him ! you may hate, deſpiſe, him whom 
*.you overwhelm with affliction! whilſt 
« he cannot but eſteem, revere, adore, her 
*.who renders him the moſt unhappy of 
“ mankind.” 


Poor Lady Offory! how her ſtory 
touches me ! can I refuſe my tears to her 
deplorable ' deſtiny ? what ſtrength of 
mind | to adore her huſband, yet conceal 
her love from him on the noble principles 
of tender reſpect and gratitude! why did he 
not love her? why did he not make her 
happy?! ſhe was worthy of his attachment. 
why did he avoid her? why afflit a 
heart ſo full of ſenſibility ? had ſhe not a 
right to his tenflernels.; what cruelty to 

deprive 
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deprive her of it! I am ſhocked at the in- 


humanity of his behaviour, and cannot ap- 
prove that unſocial chagrin of which he 
made her the victim. Unfortunate Miſs 
Montford ! ſhe who baniſhed the heart of 
your huſband ardently wiſhes to re-call you 
to life, to ſee you poſſeſſed of a heart 
which ought to have been yours: ſhe would 
not diſturb your happineſs — alas ! my 
dear Henrietta ! what a difference? I have 
wept, but Lady Offory has died I re- 
proach myſelf for having hated her. I was 
very unjuſt, very inhuman : it was her part 
to have deteſted me. I am ſenſibly affected 
at her death. Since he gives me permiſſion, 
I will ſend you the packet. I know not 
yet what to think — ah! that amiable Miſs 
Montford! how melancholy has been her 
fate! ſhe whom I thought ſo happy! © 


* 


I. E T. 
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L EK T T E R XXXVY. 
Saturday, Wincheſter. 


1. RD Offory had reaſon to ſay, the 
ſpecies of his offence was unknown 
to me! how could I have imagined what 
'a ſtrange adventure! — that cloſet — that 
fatal darkneſs — his daring preſumption — 
he calls it a misfortune I forgot my love,” 
ſays he—yes, theſe men are extremely in- 
clined to be forgetful: it is however poſ- 
fible their hearts and their ſenſes may act 
independently of each other: they tell us ſo 
at leaſt, and by theſe pretended diſtinctions 
reſerve the liberty of being excited by love, 
ſeduced by pleaſure, or hurried away by in- 
ſtinct. But obſerve, my dear, they will not 
admit us to avail ourſelves of the poor ex- 
cuſe they ſo confidently plead in regard to 
themſelves: thoſe emotions, though divid- 
R ed 
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ed in them, are united in us. This is cer- 
tainly acknowledging a great ſuperiority in 
our manner of thinking ; but, at the fame. 
-time, reducing us to a terrible-uncertainty 
as to the nature of thoſe ſentiments which 
lead them to ſeek our favor: how is it 
poſſible we can ever diſtinguiſh by which of 
theſe impreſſions they are actuated, the effects 
being ſo ſimilar, and the cauſe ſo hidden? 


However, my dear Henrietta, this per- 
fidious, this ungrateful, this treacherous lo- 
ver, has only been inconſtant—ſcarce even 
that — his head diſordered — his reaſon 
diſtrated—ah! what a diſtration! 'how 
many tears has it coſt me! is it poſhble 
I can forgive it? But why did Lord Oſſory 
leave me two years in ignorance of this fatal 
ſecret? he has given a reaſon - what 
has he ſuffered!. what probity, what ge- 
neroſity, in ſuch a ſacrifice! He ſpeaks of 
his daughter: © amiablelittle innocent?” ſays 
he lam pleaſed to ſee this tenderneſs in 
his 
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his nature — poor babe! I believe, my dear, 
1 I ſhall love her too — 


Ahl if he had told me this at Hertford, 
What tears would he have ſpared us both 
I ſhould have put myſelf in his place: it 
would have been infinitely leſs painful to 
me to have yielded him up, than to ſee 
myſelf abandoned: I ſhould have found 
conſolation in the ſhare I ſhould then have 
had in the nobleneſs of his behaviour: 1 
mould have lamented him without doubt, 
but my ſorrows would have loſt much of 
their poignancy. I ſhould not have hated, 
' ©have deſpiſed him: on the contrary, he 


would have preſerved all my eſteem. Friend- 


ſhip would have joined us in thoſe refined, 
' thoſe tender bonds, ſo dear to virtuous 
hearts. He would not have buried himſelf 
in the North of England to avoid me: we 
- ſhould have continued to fee each other: I 
mould have loved Lady Offory : what right 


"NE 1 then have had to complain? 
: why 
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why might not this amiable woman have 
been my companion, my friend ? She would 
perhaps have been ſtill living. I ſhould 
not have had to reproach myſelf with hav- 
ing been the innocent cauſe of her afflic- 
"tions, 


But to what purpoſe are all theſe ſuppo» 
fitions, with which I tire you? © Lady 
« Offory is dead. Her huſband has been 
culpable: is he yer ſo? this is the point 
which embarraſſes me. The reaſon of his 
concealing the ſecret is very. trifling : ſo 
little confidence in me— but it was his wife 
I know not what to reſolve. 


” & 7 


„ 
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rern einm 
Sunday, Wincheſter, 


I SHALL leave this place on Tueſday 
& for Hertford: Abraham is here; his 
Lord has ſent him to enquire after me: 1 
believe, however, he is leſs anxious about 
my health than my anſwer. The affecting 

death of Lady Offory damped the firſt 
tranſports of my joy; the ſoft impreſſion 
of pity is yet ſtrong : but my heart ſpeaks, 
and will be heard in its turn. Is it poſlible 
even you, my dear Henrietta, can conceive 
the happineſs I feel at this moment? Lord 
Offory is not unworthy my tenderneſs: how 
ſweet is it to grant to his merit what I fear- 
ed I ſhould have yielded only to my prepoſ- 
ſeſſion in his favor! he has not ated incon- 
ſiſtently with thoſe diſtinguiſhed qualities 
which firſt gave him poſſeſſion of my ſoul: 
| ; the 
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the lover who is ſoon to appear again in my 
preſence is eſtimable, ſincere, generous 
ah! all is pardoned, all is forgot! I will not 
make him purchaſe by ſubmiſſien, by anx- 
iety, by ſuſpence, a favor he ſo. earneſtly 
entreats : an immediate reconciliation. ſhall 
be the reward of his confidence —how hap- 
px is it _ he has thus opened all, his 
heart to me! I will write to him inſtantly: 
why ſhould I defer a moment the pleaſure 
it is in my power to give him! The "ofa: 
ing | is a copy of my letter. 


* 
I. 


* To Lord Otter. 5 7 D 


«You, canals me changed, my Lords 
tt but-I am ſtill the ſame. Senſible to your. 


confidence, I think I ought to be no lefs 
« fo, to your friendſhip. I am going to 
« Lord Oſmond's: if you come. to Hert- 
“ ford, I ſhall receive Lord Oſſory with 
* that lively pleaſure which it: is natural 
" L 2 «© to 
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to feel at the ſight of a friend whom 
one has long 1e loſt for ever.“ 


fn inviting him to Hertford, in telling 
him T ſhall ſee him with pleaſure, have I 
not ſaid every thing? it is with difficulty I 
conceal the pleaſing emotions of my heart: 
my joys ſparkles in my eyes; every body 
fays, I am grown handſomer within theſe 
two days. Oh: my dear friend, how I wiſh 
to ſee you! 


But I have many farewels to take ; _ 
parting tears to ſhed. Poor Sir Harry! 
he really deſerves pity: I have opened my 
heart to him; he knows my attachment: 
1 thought 1 owed ſomerhing to the violent 
paſſion he has for me; this confidence, 
*convinding Him of my eſteem, has calmed 
bis forrow a little. He will be my 
© friend,“ he ſays; « the knowledge of my 
* Happineſs ſhalt confole him“ - his be- 
dato affects me. 


5 Adieu! 
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243. 


Adieu! my dear Henrietta! I expect 
your. congratulations to meet me at Hert- 
ford: I ſhall be there on Thurſday, per- 
haps on Wedneſday : you may imagine L. | 


am yery ren to get thither. 
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8 K + T E R _ Xxktx. 
1080 Os50kY to 1 Hentietra, | 


Monday, Hertford. 


OU write, lovely Henrietta, to Lady 
"Catesby ! your hand, your arms, 


were known: but to whom were they to 


give your letter? is there ſuch a perſon 
in the world as Lady Catesby? if there is, 
is it not however at Hertford you muſt ſeek 
her. If, inſtead of that friend ſo de- 


ſervedly dear to you, your heart will ad- 


| mit a new object of its eſteem, Lady O 


ſory is ready to anſwer your tender con- 
gratulations: ſhe bas opened your letter, 
with a- freedom which will perhaps ſur- 
prize you; but what rights has not this 
charming woman, this Juliet? —ſhe is mine, 
for eter mine: no longer Lady Catesby, 
ſhe is is. my wiſe, my friend, my miſtreſs; the 


4 good 
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good genius who has reſtored, to me. all 
oſe bleſſings of which 1 haye been ſo 
long deprived. Permit me, Madam, to 
thank you for the generous warmth with 
which you have always interceded with 
your lovely friend for my pardon: ſhe has 
condeſcended to grant it, and has ſhewn, in 
this act of goodneſs, all che nobleneſs of 
ſentiment of which you know her capable. 
Yeſterday was the day for ever happy 


Lady Os 8 o R. 


This impertinent creature! he will leave 
me nothing to ſay to you. Oh! my dear 
Henrietta ! they were all united againſt 
me; I was only invited hither to be drawn. 
into a ſnare: my couſin managed the con» 
ſpiracy ; they did not give me ume to 
breathe. A repenting lover at my feet, 
relations ſo dear to me ſoliciting for him, 
A tender heart, the miniſter. preſent— 
upon 


1 


248% Lady CATEsSBY's LETTERS 
upon my word, they married me. ſo 
haſtily, I do not believe the marriage is 
valid. Lady Oſmond is ſo urgent - ſo very 
abſolute— *' | dts. 


Lady Os ux ON p. 


I come juſt in time to vindicate. my ſelf; 
*« a. ſnare, a conſpiracy, a marriage which 
1 jg not yalid !” What would you think of 
me, my dear Henrietta, if you were leſs 
acquainted with my ſentiments in regard to 
our fair friend? Yes, my dear, I have mar-- 
ried her to the moſt amiable nobleman in 
England. The marriage is valid, I aſſure 
you: none of the parties concerned have 
the leaſt deſire to break it. Juliet has cer- 
tainly great reaſon to complain of me: her 
happineſs has always been one of my moſt 
ardent wiſhes: I believe it is now perfect; 
and I expect your compliments on this oc- 
caſion. a 


Lady 


_ 
* 


to Lady CAMPLEY. 249 


Lady Oss OR Ye , 


You are expected here with impatience 
no feaſts, no balls, without my dear 
Henrietta; I ſhould have ſaid no happi- 
_ neſs, if the perſon whoſe eyes follow my 
pen was not already a little Were of my 
tender nr. | 
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